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The day of the dull shoe is over. The new Hush Puppies laid it to rest. 


Now you can wear shoes that are, well, more than just shoes. The look for town or country. It’s a whole new thing 
Check out the new Hush Puppies. From about $18. Call us free. We'll tell you where to find them. 
Dial 800-243-6000 ¢ *) (In Conn., 1-800-942-0655) 
be 
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Another fine product of Kayser-Roth 


HAVE YOU 
BENT OVER ONCE TOO OFTEN? 
INTERWOVEN ANNOUNCES 
ANTI-STATIC ORLON* SOCKS, 


THE CREWSADER. 


(Now your pants won’t ever cling to your socks. ) 
(Available in 64 non-static colors. ) souronrs cme race 


HOUSECALL. 


CORSON 


LURIE (top) GREER (top) 


Commemorating our second anniversary of U.S. publication, Penthouse 
comes out with more pages, more color, and more copies: a print run of 
no fewer than one million, a remarkable peak so soon after the magazine's 
September 1969 debut. Penthouse is here to stay, and the record number 
of advertisers booking space in this issue indicates that our confidence is 
shared. Those who greeted the magazine as an imitator at its American 
inauguration have not had long to wait to see Penthouse itself become 
the object of imitation, as our frank but tasteful pictorials have scored new 
breakthroughs in the celebration of the nude. As the Chicago Sun-Times 
recently reported, ‘’Penthouse’s ‘honest’ approach is scoring .. . and the 
magazine is filled with ads from the biggest names in the liquor, toiletry, 
apparel, tobacco, hotel, record club, electronic and book publishing 
fields’. In this issue another milestone is passed as Penthouse Inter- 
national elects its first-ever Pet of the Year (page 62), an award made by 
acclamation of enthusiastic readers and confirmed by the magazine's 
editors. No less exciting is September's presentation of Pet of the Month, 
who is last year’s unforgettable Miss Holland (page 56). For our lead 
article we present a revealing scrutiny of America’s most controversial 
agency, the C.|.A. Packed with facts that will surprise not only the 
ordinary reader but many in the field of government, the article is the 
work of contributing editor William R. Corson, former Marine colonel, 
remembered for his widely read exposé of the racial consequences of the 
drug traffic (December 1970 and January 1971). Dr. Albert Ellis, 
executive director of the Institute for Advanced Study in Rational 
Psychotherapy, contributes another instalment of his exclusive Pent- 
house Casebook, substantiating the underrated role of the ego in 
psychological disturbance (page 66). Sexologist Ellis tells us we erred 
in describing “nearly three-quarters” of the conditions he treats as 
“cases of sexual disturbance’. He explains that there is a sexual or love 
element in these cases but usually the disturbance is due to maladjusted 
general attitudes. Germaine Greer, heroine of the Dick Cavett show, as 
well as of the more solemn battlefield of Women’s Lib, is this month's 
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SCHLAMP (top) 
DOOLITTLE (left) 


interview subject, and she holds forth with total lack of inhibition on the 
alleged plight of her fellow females (page 51). She is now working on a 
second book—in intervals left by the publicity demands of the first. The 
British author Colin Wilson, who incidentally contributed to our founding 
issue in England back in 1965, discusses the utterly silent cell and the 
important cerebral effects on the individual who experiences this total 
isolation (page 88). Wilson, who made his name with The Outsider, has 
twice come to the U.S. on Visiting Professorships. At 40 he is a prolific 
author, usually producing two books a year. With Henry Morgan (page 
29) being serious for once, we turn for laughs to Morris Lurie and his 
satirical suggestions for ending that war (page 48), and to Jerry 
Schlamp, who has strong feelings (who hasn’t?) about telephones that 
go wrong (page 64). Lurie, Australian author of a children’s book 
entitled The 27th Annual African Hippopotamus Race, has written for 
the New Yorker, published two novels, and broadcast for the BBC. 
Schlamp is a staff cartoonist and feature writer for the Mew York Daily 
News—and he’s married to a former Miss Finland. Jerry Doolittle reports 
the erotic extravagances of south-east Asia (page 95) from a ringside 
seat: he lives with his Washington-born wife Gretchen and five children 
in Vientiane, Laos. Now freelancing again after an interlude as attaché 
to the U.S. embassy there, Doolittle says he keeps a pet 15-foot python 
and a duck (‘‘strictly segregated’’) and lives near the airport, “where we 
can see the T-28 fighter bombers take off to drop their cargoes of destruc- 
tion on the empty jungles”. A new departure in this issue is the Money 
column by Walter K. Gutman, first in a regular series of enlightenment 
for the investor (page 28). Patron of the arts and sometime underground 
film producer (and actor), Gutman acquired a devoted and admiring 
following in Wall Street during the years he was writing his weekly 
Gutman Letter of analysis. He has a refreshing style and a gift for seeing 
the whole industrial picture, of which the stock market is only a part. 
Finally, our monthly fiction ration, of which no more needs to be said 
except that it is by the inimitable Herb Gold (page 68). O—_ 
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 
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King Size, 18 mg. “tar,” 1.4 mg. nicotine, Long Size, 19 mg. “tar,” 1.3 mg. nicotine ; © 1971, Brown & Williamson Tabacco Corp. 
av. per cigarette, FIC Report Nov. 70. 
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FORUM 


in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of interest. 

Letters for publication should carry name and address (in capitals please), though these may be withheld by the Editor on 

request. Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd., 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. Views published 
are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


The Great Hippie Illusion 

Particularly depressing about Michael Minick’s 
The Great Hippie //usion (June) is its failure to 
capture the genius of the middle ‘60s, which 
hath faded now into the common light of the 
day. | mean no offense to Mr. Minick, but 
intend rather to mitigate the fault of his work in 
saying that, as the “‘ballads’’ of Wordsworth are 
pressed flowers, and hardly communicate to us 
their quaint “weird whistlings”, so is the 
inexplicable spirit of detached, sardonic op- 
timism, humor and love | speak of very elusive, 
and caught only retrospectively in music and 
film—in the Stones’ Ruby Tuesday, the Beatles’ 
Hard Day's Night, Michelle, And Your Bird Can 
Sing and good shit like that. 

The revolution began to rot, so to speak, with 
the rape of the abundant God espied in John 
Lennon's navel. Hubris and greed will out, 
unfortunately, and in this instance have possibly 
cost us the benefits of a McCarthy presidency, 
the lives of thousands of Gls and Vietnamese, 
and a generally more habitable world than our 
present decade prospects.—John F. Withey, 
Portsmouth Avenue. Houston, Texas. 


Sweet and sour 

| enjoyed your witty review of the sexual fantasy 
movie Checkmate to the Queen (June) but the 
caption which states that Haydee receives a 
“sweet and sour” kiss after being given a sugar 
lump aroused my curiosity. What is a “sweet and 
sour” kiss? I’ve asked several friends but they 
are stumped also.—Warren Jones, Eddington 
Road, Cleveland Road, Ohio. 


Quite simple: the kiss is “sweet because 
Haydee’s been given a sugar lump, and “sour” 
because she’s the horse that’s just been 
whipped.—Ed. 


Captive audience 

| thought you might like to know how much 
your prohibited magazine is appreciated in 
puritanical Spain, when people get a chance to 
see acopy.! wasin a café leafing through a copy 
of Penthouse in search of an article | had 
contributed (Forbidden Treasures) when | felt 
someone tapping me on the shoulder. ‘Por 
favor, Sefior, not so fast.” There were five 
Spanish men standing behind me, avidly 
devouring the fleshy fare—Howard Nelson, 
Gomila 5, Palma de Mallorca, Balearic /sles, 
Spain. 


Picking bones 

The ridiculousness of the claim by J. |. Rodale 
(June) that bonemeal products prevent tooth 
decay or that it should be accepted as a health 
measure is only surpassed by the absurdity of the 
claim that bonemeal “‘heals” cavities already 
started. Of course, one can afford to make such 


| wild claims since advertisements for bonemeal 
| products accounted for well over $50,000 a year 


in his Prevention magazine. 


No wonder he could say that ‘a more 


sensible method of preventing tooth decay 
(than water fluoridation) is to purchase bone- 
meal from our advertisers’’ (Prevention, Sept. 
1970, p. 140). Rodale won either way by 
propagandizing against water fluoridation. 
When a community fluoridates its water, the 
poor gullibles that Mr. Rodale succeeded in 
frightening against water fluoridation will then 
go out to buy a filter to defluoridate their water, 
as advertised in Prevention at $2,850 a page. 

Bonemeal manufacturers could not and do 
not make these health claims since they could 
not document them to meet government 
regulations.—H. William Gross, D.D.S., Vice 
Chairman, Lehigh Valley Committee Against 
Health Fraud, Inc., Allentown, Pa. 


Mr. Rodale, subject of the June Penthouse 
interview, collapsed and died during an 
appearance on the Dick Cavett television 
program. He was 72.—Ed. 


Hurray for Josee 
First of all | would like to say congratulations on 
a terrific magazine. And where in God's name 
do you find all those beautiful young chicks ? 
Really, if all the chicks in England and abroad are 
put together that well I'll be over there soon. 
For example, your June issue centerfold chick, 
Josee Troyat, was only 19. God, if | had a chick 
that looked like that I'd buy her the world. 
Playboy shows old chicks; you don’t think of 
young tender virgins when you see them. But 
your chicks—wow !—I really do go bananas 
when | look at them. They look real, man, like 
they could peep out of the page. | dug your 
February issue for Cass Harrington. Those were 
really good flicks of her fondling her breasts. | 
think every chick when being photographed 
should pull a scene like that. It just psychs a cat 
up, man. I’m only 21, so that’s why | appreciate 
the young chicks.—C.D. (name _ withheld), 
Truman Ave., Wickliffe, Ohio. 


Josee Troyat, June Pet of the month, displays 
best the beauty of European girls. | have never 
seen such a radiantly beautiful girl in any 
magazine. | compliment you on finding her.—J. 
Straube, Milwaukee, Wis. 


Girl appeal 
| want to applaud Penthouse for publishing the 
Forum letter (May) from Leslie W. of Boston, 
who by her own admission is a lesbian. It 
convinces me that you have not given up on 
your basic values of presenting all sides of an 
issue. A free discussion of such topics insures 
that | will continue to be a subscriber. 

| think that there are many more women like 
Leslie W. than just the 20 she claims to know. | 
think that the female population at large is 
becoming more antagonistic toward males and 
it follows from this that there will be a significant 
decrease in heterosexual activities. 

Many women of various age groups at my 
place of employment are quite blatant about this 
antagonism. By their reasoning, this will combat 
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Pictures of the Great Depression are among the 
examples given in the volume on Photo- 
journalism to show how to make photographs 
that comment on events and on people. 


How to freeze motion at the crucial moment 
is explained in the volume on Special Problems. 


How pictures are taken underwater, in the 
heavens, through a microscope are shown and 
explained in Photography as A Tool. 


FREE with Volume 1: 
Photographer’s Handbook and 
Camera Buyer’s Guide 


e This valuable 64-page 
pocket-size manual contains 
hundreds of tips and ideas for 
taking and making better pic- 
tures. Includes 150 photos 
and drawings, dozens of 
charts and tables. 


© In addition, you will re- 
ceive an informative Camera 
Buyer’s Guide, containing up- 
to-date facts and prices on 
cameras and accessories. 
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Easel distortion created the intriguing 
effect above—one of the inventive darkroom 
techniques explored in The Print. 


this volume 


The Camera 


for 10 days 
free 
examination 


opay the possibilities of photography are 
‘Tisgise limitless. You can take pictures 
anywhere—even where there’s no more light 
than a candle. You can turn the most common- 
place objects into striking visual designs—with 
everything from ultra zoom lenses to fisheyes. 
You can start with ordinary negatives and 
transform them into startling abstractions in 
your own darkroom. 

And now, this whole marvelous world of 
photography has been put into a remarkable 
self-study course: the Life Library of Photog- 
raphy. 

Here, in magnificently illustrated volumes, 
you'll receive step-by-step guidance on shoot- 
ing all kinds of subjects—studio shots, portraits, 


sports, children, nature, still lifes. You'll learn 
how to plan each picture... how to compose 
it...how to make it “speak” to the viewer. 
Famous LIFE photographers such as John 
Dominis, Carl Mydans and Alfred Eisenstaedt 
will offer you their personal tips and trade 
secrets. 

You'll learn about all the possibilities open 
to you in the darkroom, too—from the basics 
of developing, printing, dodging and burning- 
in to special effects such as solarization, bas 
relief and combination printing. 

And by examining a magnificent gallery of 
some of the greatest photographs of all time— 
and seeing why they succeeded so brilliantly 
—you'll be encouraged to develop your own 


the creative pleasures of photography 
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se Actual book size: 
1014” x 1014”. Hard covers, 


of silver-stamped black-cloth binding. 240 pages. 
320 illustrations, 212 in full color. 


TIME 
LIFE 


BOOKS 


sense of what makes an unforgettable picture. 
Whether you are an experienced photographer 
or a beginner, the Life Library of Photography 
can’t help but bring you closer and closer to 
the kinds of photographs you’ve always 
dreamed of creating. 


Accept Volume | on 10-day free trial 


Just as a picture is worth a thousand words, 
you must really see the Life Library of Photog- 
raphy yourself—and try some of its suggestions 
—to appreciate how much it can mean to your 
picture-taking. That’s why we invite you to 
send for Volume I for a 10-day free trial with- 
out obligation. Just mail the attached card or 
the coupon. 


See, 


This portrait, so like a moody painting, is 
actually a color photograph in the volume 
Color—one of many examples of how to use 
color to add to a picture’s aesthetic appeal. 


The Great Themes reveals the techniques of the masters in each of the 
six major areas of photography represented above. 


£ 
ce 
z 
2 
EL 


ey re 
WD a, 

Among other volumes in the 

LIFE LIBRARY OF PHOTOGRAPHY: 

Color, Photography as a Tool, The Print, 


Special Problems, Light and Film, 
Photojournalism, The Great Themes. 
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TIME-LIFE BOOKS, DEPT. 1210 
TIME & LIFE BUILDING 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611 


Please send me Volume I, The Camera, of the LIFE 
Library of Photography on a Free-Examination basis, 
together with the illustrated Photographer’s Hand- 
book and Camera Buyer’s Guide. After ten days I 
may return the books without further obligation. If 
I keep them I will be billed only $7.95 (plus shipping 
and handling). I will then receive other books in the 
library as they are issued: one every other month. 
Each comes on a 10-day Free Trial basis and is priced 
at $7.95. I may cancel this arrangement at any time 
simply by notifying you; thereafter no further books 
will be sent. 


Name 


(Please Print) 


Address. 


City. 


State. Zip 
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male chauvinism. Lesbians prefer sex with 
another female, but where this is not possible 
they advocate masturbation with homosexual 
fantasies (or just plain masturbation) to appease 
their orgasmic need. In no case do they con- 
sider entertaining heterosexual encounters. 

Whether one condones the actions of Leslie 
W. or not, one cannot ignore the fact that she is 
a new breed of female that is growing in 
numbers every day. And although | don’t 
believe most women would prefer masturbation 
to men, | do think that the final outcome will be 
the emergence of the female as a creature 
sexually superior to the male. If the trend con- 
tinues, the myth of male superiority is over and 
the reality of female domination is near.—W.C.P. 
(name and address withheld), Haddon Heights, 
NS. 


Boy appeal 

| found At Our Quebec-And-Cal/ (May) really 
groovy. | especially liked the guy photographed 
in that section, and | hope you include more men 
modelling birthday suits in the future. | think 
we're equally good-looking and sexy as a lot of 
women.—Joseph L. (name withheld), J Street 
S.E., Washington, D.C. 


Bed rest 

Dr. Lawrence E. Lamb’s article Don’t Go To Bed 
(April) was read with interest. Since the advent 
of nursing as a profession, nurses have been 
concerned about the deleterious effects of bed 
rest. Nursing literature, from the most funda- 
mental to the most advanced, includes discus- 
sions of the adverse effects of bed rest and the 
measures to be taken to prevent such effects. 
Even though it is perhaps desirable to avoid bed 
rest, it cannot be avoided when an illness is 
serious. Meticulous nursing care can make the 
difference between a beneficial or harmful 
outcome.—Hi/degard E. Pep/lau, R.N., President, 
American Nurses Association, New York, N.Y. 


Dr. Lamb’s article, which has been widely 
quoted, advocated minimal bed rest in most 
ilInesses, arguing that the body deteriorates 
when too long removed from its natural vertical 
position.—Ed. 


Petting problem 
| read from time to time in Forum about women 
who take a long time to reach orgasm and 
indeed, in rare cases, never. | wonder if you 
could advise me on the opposite problem. My 
girlfriend responds to petting immediately and 
reaches a climax in about two minutes. How- 
ever much she tries after this she cannot become 
excited any more and just sits there for my sake. 
Surely there is some way in which to pro- 
long her enjoyment and by this, mine. | might 
add that vaginal petting is the only way she gets 
excited so it is no use suggesting other erotic 
areas—l have tried all without success.—D.P. 
(name and address withheld), Winchmore Hill, 
London, England. 


Robert Chartham, sexologist and author of 
the article Everything You Always Wanted to 
Know About Sex ? (March), replies: “This is not 
the usual situation, and / suggest the following: 
teach your girlfriend to make love to you, using 
every technique you and she can devise to make 
the experience for you as intense as possible. 
Unless she is even more out-of-the-ordinary 
than her ability to reach orgasm so rapidly 
makes her, she will get much enjoyment out of 
this, especially if she deeply loves you. When 
you feel you have had enough /oveplay, go into 


her, and bring her off with penis-vagina 
contact, making sure that you do not come 
before she does. This should provide you both 
with a very satisfactory mutual climax. | 
suggest this because | take it that, by vaginal 
petting, you mean stimulation of the interior of 
the vagina with a finger: let your penis take 
the place of the finger.—Ed. 


Special preference 

| would like to take this opportunity to thank 
you for printing the letters in Forum on the use 
of enemas as sexual stimulants. For 20 years | 
thought | was alone in the use of enemas, but 
thanks to you | see | am not alone. Perhaps | can 
contribute a little something of my own: for 
some time now | have also used the soap 
suppository or “soap stick’. This may be slightly 
uncomfortable to some, but the effect is the 
same as an enema and extremely stimulating.— 
C.M. Bateman, Parsons, Kansas. 


In your May issue a Mr. B. J. Jackson writes of 
the enema for non-therapeutic use. He suggests 
that one use a colon tube. While a colon tube 
does not require a prescription, there is a caution 
on the package, as follows: 

“Caution: This device should be used only by 
the direction and under the instruction of a 
physician. The layman should not use this tube 
until he has received complete instructions for 
correct usage.” 

An M.D. would probably tell his patient to 
sterilize by boiling in water for 10 minutes or to 
use only a Sterile lubricant, etc. Your readers 
should be warned that if they use a colon tube 
without an M.D.’s advice they leave them- 
selves wide open to all kinds of urinary tract 
infections.—H.F., registered pharmacist (name 
and address withheld), Kendal! Park, N.J. 


The rape in Spain... 

Last year, on holiday in Spain, | was involved in 
an incident which, though it did have its 
pleasanter moments, was thoroughly unnerving. 
One night | was out doing the rounds of the 
bars with two friends, hoping to meet some 
local talent. We didn’t have much luck and we 
were just about to call it a night when, in the 
small hours of the morning, we came across 
three English girls in a small, out-of-the-way 
night club. 

All of us had had a bit too much to drink and 
before long we had paired off and were 
wending our way through the streets, singing at 
the tops of our voices, towards the hotel where 
the girls were staying. | was very pleased with 
myself, as | thought the girl | was with, Sheila, 
was by far the prettiest of the three, and | 
couldn't wait to get her back to her room. Sheila 
seemed equally anxious and, once inside the 
room, we soon had our clothes off and were 
passionately embracing on the bed. | was just 
beginning to roll over on top of her to make love 
when—with no warning at all—she brought her 
knee up fiercely into my balls, leaped from the 
bed and ran to the window, where she threw it 
open and started screaming for help at the top of 
her voice ! 

Doubled over in pain though | was, | couldn't 
believe my ears. Panicking, | ran to the window, 
grabbed her from behind and dragged her, 
kicking and yelling, back to the bed. | was still 
drunk and, though | was furious at the way she 
had attacked me, | found the struggle was 
working me into a frenzy of desire. | threw her 
onto the bed and fell on top of her, forcing my 
way in despite her desperate kicking, biting and 
scratching. 

For a few minutes we continued to pitch and 


IF YOU DON’T HAVE WHAT IT TAKES 
TO MAKE A MOVIE, 
MAYBE REMINGTON WILL GIVE IT TO YOU. 


You probably have the talent. And if 
you enter the Remington® “Make a Movie 


Sweepstakes,” you could have the equipment. 


Remington is giving away, to 50 lucky guys, 
everything it takes to make a movie. And just 
because we're giving it away don't think the 
stuff isn’t terrific. 

We're giving away a Super 8 Bell & Howell 
camera with a power zoom lens. 

Professional sun lights. An adjustable 

tripod and playback sound equipment. Not to 
mention the equipment to show your movies 
on, like a Bell & Howell projector and screen. 

And some other things that no movie maker 
should be without, such as a director's chair 
(with your name on it), a beret and a 
megaphone to yell “roll “em.” 

In addition, one of the 50 grand prize 
winners will be flown to New York fo watch 


how a Remington commercial is made. (So 
you can pick up some pointers from the 
professionals. Like which end of the camera 
to look into.) 

If you‘re not one of the fortunate winners 
of the movie equipment, you could be one of 
the fortunate winners of 100 Bell & Howell 
35mm slide cameras that Remington is also 
giving away. (One way or another, you have 
a pretty good chance of getting into pictures.) 

To enter this contest all you have to do is 
fill in the attached coupon and take it to your 
nearest participating Remington dealer. 

And while you're down there, think about 
buying a Remington shaver. 

So you'll look good when you're starring 
in your own movie. 
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Complete the official entry form and deposit it at a 
participating Remington Shaver dealer by 
October 15, 1971. 


Winners will be determined in random drawings 
conducted by an independent judging organization, 
whose decisions are final on all matters concerning 

this offer. Winners will be notified by mail. 
Limit one prize to a family. 


Offer open to residents of the United States except 
employees and their families of Remington Electric 
Shaver Division,Sperry Rand Corporation or its 
advertising and sweepstakes agents, Offer void in 
Washington and wherever prohibited by law. 
Subject to all Federal, State and local regulations. 
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heave, bruised and bloody, until gradually her 
resistance lessened and her cries for help turned 
to groans of ecstasy. We were just reaching a 
wild, abandoned mutual climax when the door 
crashed open and a phalanx of police charged 
in, followed by the excited hotel manager and 
what appeared to be the entire staff and all the 
guests of the hotel. Embarrassing isn't the word 
for it. 

| was immediately seized, handcuffed and 
shoved into a police van, only being given time 
to pull on my trousers. The police did not listen 
to—or could not understand—our protests that 
Sheila hadn't really been raped. Obviously the 
Spanish police do not look kindly on “rapists”, 
for once in a cell at the police station | was 
kicked and punched into semiconsciousness. 

In the morning | woke up with a splitting 
headache and the conviction that | would 
languish in a Spanish prison for the rest of my 
life. Imagine my relief when, that afternoon, an 
English-speaking official came around to tell 
me that Sheila had cleared everything up and | 
would not be charged. 

Later, although Sheila was too embarrassed 
to speak to me, her friends explained that this 
was not the first time such an incident had 
occurred. Violent “‘rape’’ was one of Sheila’s 
games, they told me, and | was just the latest in 
a string of innocent victims !|—A.F. (name and 
address withheld) Southend, Essex, England. 


An even break for a sucker 
Salesmen like myself get lonely when we're 
travelling, so we welcome any company we can 
get. One evening last spring, when | was on the 
way back to San Francisco from a business trip 
to Bakersfield, | noticed a young chick thumbing 
at the side of the road. 

Normally | avoid picking up hitchhikers but | 


could see, even from a distance, that this babe 
was much too cute to resist. She looked like a 
typical surfer—long blonde hair and a fantastic 
tan. | was afraid if | didn’t give her a ride she 
mignt get picked up by some dangerous 
character. Not that my motives were all that 
pure—but I’m no criminal. 

Anyway, this chick hopped in right away 
when | told her | was going to ‘Frisco. We 
started talking and it turned out she was living 
in a commune in some goddamn out-of-the- 
way place north of the city and she wanted me 
to take her there. Well, | put my foot down at that 
because | was in a hurry to get home, but my 
resistance disappeared when she used a little 
feminine persuasion on me. 

First, she slowly unbuttoned her shirt and 
pulled it open to reveal a gorgeous pair of tits, 
which she squeezed lovingly, fingering the 
nipples till they stood out a mile. Then she ran 
one hand up my leg and rubbed my crotch for a 
few minutes before unzipping my flies and 
pulling out my penis—which was so hot by this 
time | thought it was going to catch fire ! 

She brought her head down and ran her 
tongue all over my prick until it was about ready 
to explode; then she took it into her mouth to 
finish the job. The sensation was unbelieveable. 
All the time she’d been doing it (thank God it 
was dark!) I'd been unconsciously pushing 
down on the accelerator : by the time | came off 
we were doing 93 m.p.h.! I’ve never had a 
climax that fast before. Needless to say, | took 
her where she wanted to go. I’d have taken her 
to Alaska if she'd asked!—C.F. (name and 
address withheld), San Francisco, Calif. 


Punishment to fit the crime 
When my husband and | had been married for 
two years | found he was a transvestite, and my 


“A bunch of stalks!!" | 
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first impulse was to leave him. Instead | went to 
see my friend Gladys, who owns a ladies’ out- 
fitters, and asked her advice. She said: “‘It’s 
funny you should bring up your problem. I've 
been reading letters on the subject in Forum, 
and the way writers dealt with transvestites. One 
school of thought favored the cane or whip and 
the other the ‘Petticoat Treatment’. The Petti- 
coat Treatment is not as degrading as the whip, 
and if we both put our heads together it could 
be more fun. The main thing is to make him 
wear womens clothes a// the time, not just 
when he feels like it.” 

We drafted a form setting out what Fred had 
to wear, and for how long, and a clause specify- 
ing punishment by me for failing to wear them. 
On arrival home, | confronted Fred with his sins, 
made him sign the form and told him that from 
tomorrow the only male garments he would 
wear to work would be a shirt, his suit and socks 
and shoes. His undies would all be feminine, 
nylon slip, bra, frilly panties, nylons and a 
corset. Fred agreed readily but | shook him by 
adding that each month he would have to wear 
a sanitary belt towel and sanitary panties. 

Each night when he came home from the 
office he had to change either into a frock or 
blouse and skirt. In the past he had liked to go 
out for a drink now and again, but now he was 
too embarrassed to go in his new finery. 

As summer came Fred’s enthusiasm for being 
corsetted waned, and | mentioned this to 
Gladys. She asked his waist size, and showed 
me a formidable back-lacing corset some two 
inches smaller. A few days later | called in and 
saw the finished product. Not only had she sewn 
in extra boning, but she had put in larger sized 
eyelets at the top and bottom of the lacing, so 
that two small padlocks could be fitted and the 
wearer locked in. Gladys also sold me a pair of 
all-rubber panties which | had ordered, and 
gave me a pair of handcuffs. She gave me a 
suitcase to take them away, and when | got 
home | put the case in the wardrobe in our 
spare bedroom. ' 

The following Saturday when Fred arrived 
home | soon spotted that he was uncorsetted. 
So | went to. see Gladys, who said that some- 
how we would have to entice him into the spare 
room, where we could both deal with him. Back 
at the house, Fred still hadn't changed and was 
sitting in an armchair reading the paper. | told 
him that | had something special to show him in 
the spare room, and to my surprise he went 
upstairs without question. Once inside, | locked 
the door, brought out the suitcase and emptied 
the contents. Then we both pounced on the 
frightened male and undressed him, after which 
Gladys handcuffed his hands behind his back. 

Fred lost his temper and called us some filthy 
names, so | gagged him with a fresh sanitary 
towel, after which we really went to town on 
him. We fitted a sanitary belt and towel on him, 
then pushed a rubber dick up his bottom and 
adjusted the towel so that it held the dick firmly. 
Next we put on his rubber panties and im- 
prisoned him in the tightly laced corsets by 
fitting small padlocks through the laceholes. 
There was a bra among the things | had emptied 
from the case, but | hadn't taken much notice of 
it until Gladys said she had modified that too and 
would like to fit it on Fred. | discovered that 
sewn inside, at the point of each cup, was a 
small spring-loaded clip. 

Gladys tied Fred’s ankles to the bedposts, 
then, while | masturbated him through his 
rubber pants, she put the bra on him with 
sadistic glee, clamping his nipples into the 
spring clips. | wondered if things weren't getting 
a bit out of hand. 


Yes, the latest edition of Britannica—the 
greatest treasury of knowledge ever pub- 
lished —is being offered on a remarkable 
direct-from-the-publisher plan. All 24 vol- 
umes will be placed in your home NOW... 
you pay /ater on convenient budget terms. 
It’s as easy as buying a book a month. 


Benefits Passed on to You 


You may wonder how we’re able to make 
this truly amazing offer. First, we have 
ordered a tremendous printing which mate- 
rially reduces our costs, and, under a re- 
markable direct-from-the-publisher plan, we 
pass these benefits on to you. 


Thousands of Subjects of Practical Value 


In the new edition of Britannica, you will 
find thousands of subjects that you and your 
family will refer to in the course of your nor- 
mal day-to-day affairs. For example, you'll 
find special articles on household budgets, 
interior decorating, medicine and health, 
home remodeling, child care, adolescent 
problems, rules and regulations for all 
sports, every kind of hobby . . . plus a trea- 


1f card is detached, write to Encyclopaedia Britannica, Dept. 105-B, 425 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611 


sure house of knowledge on all subjects. 
Usable information that can save you many 
dollars. 

New Edition Is Profusely Illustrated 


The new Britannica almost “‘televises” in- 
formation with over 22,000 magnificent 
illustrations. But it does not merely show 
“attractive pictures’’—it is the work of 
10,400 of the world’s greatest authorities. 

Britannica in your home can give you the 
broad knowledge that makes people listen 
when you talk, enabling you to speak factu- 
ally and intelligently on the widest range of 


subjects. . 
Essential for Homework 


active, alert minds that bring success in 
school and later life. 

Britannica has always been the symbol of 
a good home. It.is a treasure house of 
knowledge that can open a richer, fuller, 
more successful life to every member of your 
family. 
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New edition of the world famous 


ENCYCLOPAEDIA 
, BRITANNICA 


You get all 
24 volumes now... 


direct from the publisher... 


pay later on easy 
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Preview Booklet Offered FREE 


Simply fill in and mail the postcard today, 
and we will send to you . . . without cost or 
. .a copy of our beautiful new 
booklet which contains an exciting preview 
of the latest edition of Encyclopaedia 
Britannica. Mail no money. It’s yours ab- 
solutely free! 

When we receive your postcard, we will 
send your free colorful 40-page Preview 
Booklet. There is no obligation, of course. 
To avoid disappointment, however, please 
mail the card today before it slips your mind. 


Mail card now 
for Special New 
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challenge 
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tomorrow 
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ENGYCLOPAEDIA BRIT and complete details 


on this remarkable offer. 


Finally we put a cloth bag over Fred’s head 
and pulled the drawstring tight, and watched 
him wriggling futilely as he became more and 
more sexually excited. Foolishly | agreed to 
Gladys’s suggestion that we leave him all night 
to stew in his own juice. 

Her next move was to Invite me to the flat 
above her shop for a cup of tea and a chat. As 
we talked, it became clear that Gladys hated 
men, and was proud of the way we had 
humiliated Fred. | wanted to leave to see how 
he was, but she made tea and as time passed she 
brought up the question of my staying the night. 
! told her | hadn't brought anything with me, but 
she pressed me and finally | agreed. After we 
were both in bed my suspicions about Gladys 
were confirmed. She was a lesbian, and if | had 
had any sense | would have returned home 
there and then. But she began working on me 
and once | was roused she strapped on a dildo 
and clung to me while she ravished me. When 
it was over | was sickened and revolted by the 
whole affair, and as soon as | was able next 
morning | left her flat and hurried home. Fred 
was still trussed up, but apart from being stiff 
and sore he was all right. He said he never 
wanted to wear anything feminine again. 
Gladys and | are barely on speaking terms now, 
but | don’t mind, for of the two | prefer Fred.—- 
Mrs. S.R.F. (name and address withheld), 
Radcliffe, Manchester, England. 


The erotic ear 
‘Ecouteurism’’ is to the ear what voyeurism !s 
to the eye, and many years ago | had the 
Opportunity to experience it with a girl who was 
married to a colleague of mine. It all started 
when my colleague was in hospital and he 
asked me to cheer up his wife by taking her to 
the movies occasionally. 
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Pott Rum oe 
y and tomato juice. 


‘Bloody delicious. 


“Life is just a bowl of cherries. ..pass it on.’ 


TEMPLE OF 
SACRED RASH 
MEDITATION a 
PSTERN PHILosopHy| 
cCLASsses =| 


, 


She was such a warm, passionate, generous 
creature, rather lonely and missing her sex en- 
counters, that it was well nigh impossible to 
sit in a theater and keep my hands off her. We 
were soon necking madly and our hands ex- 
ploring each other's bodies. 

We started to go back to their apartment and 
| spent many fabulous hours with her, always 
visiting her sick husband in hospital first. As 
we lay caressing and exploring each other on 
the couch she would whisper how her husband 
had sex with her, stimulating me with all the 
details of her past sex life. 

She described for my benefit the old double 
bed at her parents’ home and how it squeaked 
and rocked as they made love when they were 


staying there: her parents could tell by the bed 
when orgasm came! She said her husband 
lusted for her more than loved her, and un- 
fortunately their marriage broke up some years 
back. Perhaps the moral is : you must have love, 
not just lust, to hold a true marriage together.— 
L. J. (name and address withheld), Stowe, Vt. 


Photo play 

| am 38 years old and my wife is 35. She has a 
very good figure and is quite attractive, so 
naturally | am proud of her and like to show her 
off—but not in the normal way! | find | get a 
great deal of sexual excitement from taking 
photos of her, not in the nude, but in the semi- 
nude. She wears a sweater with the buttons 
undone to the waist, so her breasts are exposed, 
a miniskirt, stockings, black suspender belt and 
high-heeled black shoes. 

She has shaved her pubic hair leaving only a 
small V-shaped section in front, cut very 
short, so that her vagina is fully visible. This 
means that in certain positions | am able to get 
photos showing all the details of her charms. | 
don’t mean by this that she is posing with her 
legs wide open, making a spectacle of her 
vagina. This type of photo is too vulgar, and 
there is nothing crude about my wife. 

My work as a salesman provides me with a 
golden opportunity of showing ‘the photos to 
different customers. She likes to be told the 
remarks that were made about her while we are 
having intercourse. It excites her. A number of 
customers have asked me who the model is. | 
tell ther, “It’s my wife,” but | know they don't 
believe me. About three years ago, though, one 
guy took me at my word and asked if she 
would model the pictures to his instructions. 
She was thrilled by the idea, and she now 
phones him about once a month, when he 
gives her instructions on how he wants them 
taken. He also talks dirty to her over the phone. 
| think she must lead him on, because he has 
told me he comes off while talking to her. She 
has done very well out of him. He buys her 
some lovely presents, and gives her money as 
well, although they have never even met.— 
R. W. (name and address withheld), Baltimore, 
Md. 


A woman’s view 

Your readers may be interested to know what 
it is that a woman really enjoys when she is 
making love. It turns me on for my husband to 
strip himself naked, and then to undress me in 
front of a long mirror so | can watch him 


Panasonic introduces 


everything in stereo. 


One unit that lets you record 

and play cassettes. Listen to 
FM/AM and FM stereo. And just 
about any phonograph record ever 
made. This is our Model RS-257S. 
It could be everything you’ve 

ever wanted in stereo. 

Surely, it’s everything you 
want in tape. Because this system 
lets you record your own cassettes 
as well as listen to pre-recorded 
ones. Has Fast Forward and Rewind 
to hurry you to where you’re 
going on tape. Something that 
makes it impossible for you to 
erase. Unless you want to. Not one, 
but two VU meters. And a special 
something that pops the cassette 
out, automatically, when it comes 


200 Park Avenue, New Yo 


to the end of its tape. 
And it’s everything you want 


inaradio. FM. AM. And FM stereo. 


With FET to pull in distant 
stations and make sure you hear 
only one at a time. With AFC 
on FM. So the only time the sound 
will sound like it’s drifting is 
when it’s supposed to. There’s 
also a Stereo Eye that tells you 
when you re listening to stereo. 
What more could you ask for 
in a phonograph than one that 
plays every record. And changes 
them automatically. 
But that’s still not everything. 
The RS-257S has separate 
bass, treble, balance and volume 
controls. Comes wrapped in 


beautiful walnut-grained cabinetry. 
Topped by a dust cover. With 

a mike and one pre-recorded 
cassette. And if you think it looks 
like a million, wait till you hear 

the sound from its matched pair of 
2-way speaker systems. 

Listen to the “Essex,” Model 
RS-257S at your Panasonic dealer. 
It’s one unit that does everything 
you ve ever wanted stereo to do. 


removing my clothing while erect to the 
fullest extent. 

When | too am naked, he turns me around 
and enters me from behind, holding my 
breasts in his hands. We continue like this until 
he bends me forwards so that my breasts can 
be stimulated even more firmly, then we go 
down on the floor in front of the mirror and he 
acts like a bull with a cow. After several deep 
lunges, he gets off and lies flat on the floor so 
that | can straddle his body. 

After we have moved to the bed, we still 
keep the mirrors of our dressing table at such 
an angle that we can both see our bodies 
writhing together. | do not like my husband to be 
gentle, and much prefer him to lunge into me 
with fierce thrusts. Sometimes we rope our 
bodies together just to obtain the feeling of 
satisfaction when we move around and the 
ropes tighten on our flesh. 

At the time of the month when we cannot 
have ordinary intercourse, | gain great pleasure 
from dealing with my husband either with my 
hands, mouth or anus; for | realize that an 
intensely sexual man must be rid of his urge at 
regular intervals, and | have no wish to 
deprive him of his pleasure just because | 
cannot have mine. We have been married for 12 
years, and hardly a week goes by that we do 
not have intercourse at least 10 times.—/rs. 
S. L. (name and address withheld), Pasadena, 
Calif. 

Horseplay 

My brother-in-law, who lives in Devonshire, 
told me of this experience he had while out for a 
walk one fine warm weekend during the spring. 
Strolling along a quiet country lane near his 
home, a young girl of about 16 passed him 
riding a handsome Arab stallion bareback. He 
recognized her immediately as the daughter of a 


— 
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wealthy local farmer, a beautiful, willowy girl 
with flowing blonde hair and a tan maintained 
by frequent skiing trips and holidays in the 
Bahamas or Bermuda. ‘ 

She was dressed for her equestrian outing in 
black riding boots, a pair of clinging hot pants 
and a white blouse which made it obvious she 
had nothing on underneath. Aside from admiring 
the beautifully coordinated movements of the 
stallion and his rider, as anyone would have, my 
my brother-in-law thought little about the 
matter—until some 40 minutes later, when he 
was approaching a secluded spot in the woods 
along the river bank where a small waterfall 
ran into a still, deep pool. 

Suddenly, he glimpsed a movement through 
the trees. And what he saw next, as he came 
closer, made him draw a sharp breath and 
shrink behind a tree. For there, beside the river, 
was the girl sitting on her stallion—and she was 
obviously in a state of considerable arousal. As 
my brother-in-law watched, transfixed, she 
reclined on the horse's back and slowly unbut- 
toned her blouse, pulling it open to reveal a pair 
of perfectly formed, but not yet fully ripened 
breasts, which she caressed sensuously. After 
letting her blouse fall to the ground she slipped 
off her hot pants and, becoming more excited 
by the minute, began to rub her thighs, stomach 
and clitoris with her hands. 

Clad now only in her black boots, the girl 
turned onto her stomach and writhed around on 
the stallion in an increasing frenzy. Her hips rose 
and fell against the horse until she reached a 
shuddering drawn-out climax. She laid motion- 
less for a minute, then slipped off her Arab’s back 
and plunged into the icy pool. After a quick dip 
she threw herself down onto the grassy river 
bank to dry off. 

Strangely enough, the stallion continued to 
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graze placidly all that time, taking no notice at all 
of his mistress’ passionate activities. Needless 
to say, my brother-in-law was more affected 
than the horse. He’s convinced that the girl's 
sexy mood was caused by her tight pants and 
the sensation of the horse’s movements as she 
rode along.—J.F.R. (name and address with- 
held), Reading, Berkshire, England. 


Dressing for kicks 

| am 24 and have long been interested in 
transvestism and shiny black rainwear. | can't 
tell you how it all began or why, but | gain 
tremendous satisfaction from wearing women’s 
clothes and also having my sexual partner wear 
a shiny, black, tightly belted raincoat and 
stiletto heels. 

Perhaps | have been lucky in the past for | have 
always preferred girlfriends who have enjoyed 
wearing shiny black rainwear themselves and 
have also gained sexual satisfaction from 
dressing me up in their own bra, panties, 
suspender belts and stockings. | have my own 
collection of women’s clothes and one girl used 
to dress me up, including makeup and a wig, 
before we started playing games. More often 
than not she also wore her own shiny raincoat 
and dress and | would love her to stroke my 
penis, suck it, and for me to fondle her before we 
got down to the good old-fashioned screwing. 
These games became more and more adven- 
turous and we started to go out to the movies 
and other places while | was dressed up. The 
excitement of doing this increased the fun we 
had when we came back to my apartment. 

Another girlfriend, a nurse, used to wear her 
uniform during intercourse and subsequently 
we bought a shiny rubber nurse's uniform 
which she wore during our games. It was great 
fun and we developed a system whereby, if | 
misbehaved, she would ‘award’ me certain 
penalties, which included being spanked or 
having to go down the street to the liquor store 
for cigarettes wearing my women’s clothes 
and makeup.—P.C. (name and address with- 
held), Cleveland, Ohio. 


Walkie—torque 

| have often wanted some erotic stimulation 
as | walk, and have found that a band stretched 
over the testicles tight around the top of the 
scrotum, together with a tight pair of trousers 
round the crotch, gives plenty of rubbing. For 
relaxing at home, | have a long rubberized cord 
which | tie round the scrotum, taking the ends 
between the legs and then round the waist, 
tying tightly in front. This pulls the testicles 
downwards and through the legs. When 
masturbating | pull the cord at the back and get 
a very pleasant sensation, since the penis skin 
is stretched backwards and very little friction is 
needed to let me come off.—MV.F. (name and 
address withheld), San Francisco, Calif. 


U.S. vs Europe 
As a Frenchman who has been living in the U.S. 
for the past 18 months, | would like to comment 
on the merits of the girls who appear in Pent- 
house as opposed to those of your competition. 
As far as I'm concerned there’s no question 
about it, whether the girls are airbrushed to 
“yerfection” or not: European girls are just much 
more sexy than their American counterparts. 
Americans in general are much more aggres- 
sive than Europeans and, living in a matriarchal 
society as they do, it's no wonder American 
girls have lost so much of their femininity. | know 
it won't make me popular with Women’s Lib., but 
| just don’t see how a woman can still be 
appealing once she has, in effect, ceased to be a 
woman.—C/laude Mercier, Cornell Avenue, 


Chicago, Il. Oy 


English Leather Timberlinee—a rugged 
refreshing scent for the outdoor man. In 


= Ena ee after shave, cologne, soap, deodorant and 
e& ou Sl © TiMp Leather | gift sets. English Leather Timberline. It gives you 
wr PERLINE & the great feeling of the great outdoors. 


is inside a, ENGLISH LEATHER 
4,  TIMBERLINE. 


PRODUCT OF MEM COMPANY, INC., NORTHVALE, N.J. 07647 


zee... ANY dOIERED LPS of 


WITH ABSOLUTELY NO OBLIGATION 


41213 JESUS CHRIST 
Superstar 

(2 record set) 

Decca LP, &TR, CASS 


66838 ELTON JOHN 
11-17-70 
Uni LP, 8TR, CASS 


68030 CROSBY, STILLS, 
NASH & YOUNG 

4 Way Street 

(2 record set) 

Atlan LP, 8TR, CASS 


“2B ri2—Dijkoncs 


4804 JAMES GANG 
ABC LP, 8TR, CASS 


67517 THREE DOG 
NIGHT Golden 
Biscuits 

Dunhi LP, 87R, CASS 


50506 BUFFY 
SAINTE-MARIE 


Wanna Be A Ballerina 
Vangu LP, 8TR, CASS 


33108 FLIP WILSON 
Pot Luck 
Scept LP. 8TR. CASS 


44214 FOUR SEASONS 
ar fold Vault 
Phili LP, 8TR, CASS. 


te 1 
33093 IAN & SYLVIA 
Greatest Hits 

(2 record set) 
Vangu LP 


75002 JACKSON 5 
Maybe Tomorrow 
Motow LP, 8TR, CASS 


44383 MYSTIC MOODS 
Country Lovin’ Folk 
Phill LP, BTR, CASS 


ILL B 
When | Was A Kid 
Uni LP, 8TR, CASS 


21551 BEETHOVEN 
Piano Sonatas 
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS 


33154 B. J. THOMAS 
Greatest Hits Vol. 1 
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS 


42780 LED ZEPPELIN 
If Atlan LP, 8TR, CASS 


65793 BREWER & 
SHIPLEY Tarkio 
KamSu LP, 8TR, CASS 


33099 PDG BACH 
The Stoned Guest 
Vangu LP, 8TR, CASS 


42784 STEPHEN STILLS 
Atlan LP, 8TR, CASS 


42988 ROGER WIL- 
LIAMS Love Story 
Kapp LP, 8TR, CASS 


37833 ROD McKUEN 
In The Beginning 
Sunse LP, 8TR 


21633 RED ARMY 
ENSEMBLE 
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS 


66760 JAMES TAYLOR 
Original Flying Machine 
Eupho LP 


33184 DIONNE 
WARWICK Very 
Dionne 

Scept LP, 87R, CASS 


Pietnrert 


Ltt RTT 
41217 BERT KAEMP- 
FERT Orange Colored 
Sky 
Decca LP, 8TR, CASS 


' i 
33179 DIONNE WAR- 
WICK 1’Il Never Fall 
In Love Again 
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS 


( “ é " = 
44776 FERRANTE & 44761 BOBBY GOLDS- 
TEICHER BORO Watching 
Music Lovers Scotty Grow 
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS 


34526 PATTON 
Original Soundtrack 
TweCe LP, CASS 


66827 BRASS MONKEY 
RarEa LP, 8TR, CASS 


44773 VENTURES 
New Testament 
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS 


33182 SUSAN SINGS 
SESAME STREET 
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS 


44757 BEST OF 
GORDON LIGHTFOOT 


65775 VERY BEST OF 
LOVIN’ SPOONFUL 


UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS KamSu LP, 8TR, CASS 


65784 MELANIE 
Leftover Wine 
Budda LP, 8TR, CASS 


65796 CAL TJADER 
Tjader-Ade 
Budda LP, 8TR, CASS 


66738 NEIL DIAMOND 
Tap Root Manuscript 
Uni LP, 8TR, CASS 


ss023 WOODSTOCK 


2 recatd set) 
otil LP, 8TR, CASS 


38373 IKE & TINA 
TURNER Workin’ 


33185 JOSEPH & THE 
AMAZING TECHNICOLOR 
DREAMCOAT 


Together 
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS Liber LP, 8TR, CASS 


44384 PAUL MAURIAT 
El Condor Pasa 
Phili LP, 8TR, CASS 


33092 de OF BUFFY 
SAINTE-MARIE 

(2 ecard set) 

Vangu LP 


42989 EL CHICANO 
Revolucion 
Kapp LP, 8TR, CASS 


F Treas of Gregorian Chane 


33183 B. J. THOMAS 
Most Of All 
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS 


28082 TREASURY OF 
GREGORIAN CHANTS 
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS 


21537 TCHAIKOVSKY 
1812 Overture 
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS 


i : 
67519 STEPPENWOLF 
Gold 

Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS 


33065 JOAN BAEZ 
David’s Album 
Vangu LP, 8TR, CASS 


21597  RIMSKY-KORS- 
AKOV Scheherazade 
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS 


ANY | TAPE 


Cartridge 
or 
Cassette 


TO BUY ANYTHING EVER! 


Yes, take your pick of these great hits right now! Choose any 3 Stereo LPs (worth up to $20.94) or any 1 Stereo Tape (cartridge 
or cassette, worth up to $13.96) FREE...as your welcome gift from Record Club of America when you join at the low lifetime 
membership fee of $5.00. You can defer your selection of FREE items and choose from an expanded list later if you can’t find 
3 LPs or 1 Tape here. We make this amazing offer to introduce you to the only record and tape club offering guaranteed discounts 
of 33143% to 79% on all labels—with no obligation or commitment to buy anything ever. As a member of this one-of-a-kind club 
you will be able to order any record or tape commercially available, on every label—including all musical preferences. No automatic 
shipments, no cards to return. We ship only what you order. Moneyback guarantee if not satisfied. 


See for yourself why over 134 million record and tape collectors paid $5 to join Record 


Club of America when other record 


Columbia 
Stereo Tape 
Cartridge Service; 


(as adv. in 
Look 
Jan. 26, 1971) 
IN YOU 

E FROM 
ae > > 
CARTRIDGE 
cad >| > 
A “MINIMUM” 
$59.76 $83.76 $59.76 
to to to 
$71.75 $95.40 $71.76 


NUMBER OF 


Capitol 
Record Club 
(as adv. in 


RECORDS OR 


CAN YOU BUY 
ANY RECORD 
OR TAPE YOU 


WANT AT A 
DISCOUNT? 
RECORDS OR 


TAPES? 


SELECTIONS 
TO ARRIVE? 


or tape clubs would have accepted them free. 


RCA 
Stereo 8 
Tape Club 
(as adv. in 
Esquire 
Oct. 1970) 


$49.80 
to 
$59.80 


Columbia 
Record Club 
{as adv. in 

Playbo) 


RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA 


Choose any LP or tape 
on any label! No excep- 
tions! Over 300 differ- 

! ent manufacturers 
including Capitol, Co- 
tumbia, RCA, Angel, 
London, etc. 


No obligations! No 
yearly quota! Take as 
many, as few, or noth: 

" ing at all if you so de- 
cide! 


You don't have t d 

ZERO 3 pemy because youre 

not “legal igated”’ 

DOLLARS to buy even aisingle 
record or tape! 


Your discount up to 
ALWAYS! 79% OFF. Guaranteed 
= never less than a third! 

No exceptions! 


ere aré no cards 
‘h you must return. 


whi 
Only the records and 


NO LONG Your order processed 


same day received. No 


WAITS! shipping on cycte. 


AT LAST A RECORD AND TAPE CLUB WITH NO “OBLIGATIONS’—ONLY BENEFITS! 


Ordinary record and tape clubs make you choose 
from a few labels—usually their own! They make 
you buy up to 12 records or tapes a year—usually 
at list price—to fulfill your obligation. And if you 
forget to return their monthly card—they send 
you an item you don’t want and a bill for $4.98, 
$5.98, $6.98, or $7.98! In effect, you may be 
charged almost double for your records and tapes. 
BUT RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA 
ENDS ALL THAT! 
We’re the largest all-label record and tape club 
in the world. Choose any LP or tape (cartridges 
and cassettes), including new releases. No 
exceptions! Take as many, or as few, or no 
selections at all if you so decide. Discounts are 
GUARANTEED AS HIGH AS 79% OFF! You always 
save at least 3314%. You get best sellers for as 
low as 996, 
NO AUTOMATIC SHIPMENTS 
With our Club there are no cards which you must 
return to prevent shipment of unwanted LPs or 
tapes (which you would have to return at your 
own expense if you have failed to send written 
notice not to ship). The postage alone for return- 
ing these cards each month to the other clubs 
cost almost an additional $2.40. We send only 
what you order. 
HOW CAN WE BREAK ALL RECORD 
AND TAPE CLUB RULES? 
We are the only major record and tape club NOT 
OWNED...NOT CONTROLLED...NOT SUBSIDIZED 
by any record or tape manufacturer anywhere. 
Therefore, we are not obliged by company policy 
to push any one label. Nor are we prevented by 
distribution commitments from offering the very 
newest LPs and tapes. 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY MEMBERSHIP OFFER 
Join RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA now and take 
advantage of this special Introductory Member- 
ship Offer. Choose any 3 LPs or any 1 tape shown 
here (worth up to $20.94) and mail coupon with 
check or money order for $5.00 membership fee 


(a small handling and mailing fee for your free 
LPs or tapes will be sent later). If you can’t find 
3 LPs or 1 tape here, you can defer your selec- 
tion and choose from expanded iist later. This 
entitles you to LIFETIME MEMBERSHIP—and you 
never pay another club fee. Your savings have 
already more than made up for the nominal 
membership fee. 


NOW YOU CAN CHARGE IT 
If you prefer, you may charge your membership 
to one of your credit cards. We honor four dif- 
ferent plans. Check your preference and fill-in 
your account number on the coupon. 


LOOK WHAT YOU GET 
@ FREE Lifetime Membership Card — guarantees 
you brand new LPs and tapes at discounts up 
to 79% ...Never less than 14 off. 


© FREE Giant Master LP and Tape Catalog—lists 
thousands of all readily available LPs and 
tapes (cartridges and cassettes) of all labels 
(including foreign)... all musical categories. 


@ FREE Disc and Tape Guide — The Club’s own 
Magazine, and special Club sale announcements 
which regularly bring you news of just-issued 
new releases and “‘extra discount’’ specials. 


@ FREE ANY 3 Stereo LPs or any 1 Tape shown 
here (worth up to $20.94) with absolutely no 
obligation to buy anything ever! 


GUARANTEED INSTANT SERVICE 
All LPs and tapes ordered by members are 
shipped same day received (orders from the 
Master Catalog may take a few days longer), ALL 
RECORDS AND TAPES GUARANTEED—factory new 
and completely satisfactory or replacements will 
be made without question. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
If you aren’t absolutely delighted with our dis- 
counts (up to 79%)—return items within 10 days 
and membership fee will be returned AT ONCE! 
Join over two million budget-wise record and 
tape collectors now. 


© Record Club of America #57 


OHUWN HERE 


Worth 
up to 


TYPICAL “EXTRA DISCOUNT” SALE 


CHARGE IT, TOO! 


$4.98 LPs average as low as $1.96 
$5.98 LPs average as low as $2.25 
$6.98 LPs average as low as $2.56 


Savings of 63% or more from recent Club sales up to 
$4.42 per LP. Start these giant savings now... not after 


you fulfill your obligation like the other clubs. 


Average 


Andy Williams—Love Story 

Anne Murray 

Ed Ames--This Is 

2001--A Space Odyssey 

Mary Travers—Mary 

Creedence Clearwater Revival 
—Pendulum 

Miles Davis—Bitches Brew 

Love Story--Soundtrack 

Perry Como—it’s impossible 

Bloodrock—3 


NOW YOU CAN 


$20.94 
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LUB OF AMERICA—The World’s Largest Record and Tap 


RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA 
CLUB HEADQUARTERS 


(e) YORK, PENNSYLVANIA 17405 X794E 


Yes—Rush me a lifetime Membership Card, Free 
Giant Master LP & Tape Catalog, and Disc & Tape 
Guide at this Special Membership Offer. Also send 
me the 3 FREE LPs or 1 FREE tape which I have 
indicated below (with a bili for a smali mailing and 
handling charge). | enclose my $5.00 lifetime mem- 
bership fee. This entitles me to buy any LPs or tapes 
at discounts up to 79%, plus a small mailing and 
handling charge. | am not obligated to buy any rec- 
ords or tapes—no yearly quota. if not completely 
delighted | may return items above within 10 days 
for immediate refund of membership fee. 


L — 1 FREE TAPE [_ —— 
IE a =% | 1 8 track 


cassette 
or [} Defer Selection—send expanded list. 


3 FREE LPs 


Address 
City_ State 


All Servicemen write Soc. Sec. # SE 
CHARGE IT to my credit card. | am charging my 
$5.00 membership (mailing and handling fee for each 
FREE LP and tape selected will be added). 

Check one: [] Diners Ciub ( Master Charge 

[J American Express (] BankAmericard 


(pes 


Acct. #________ Expiration Date__ 


Signature = 


Canadians: mail coupon to above address. 
Orders to be serviced from Canada. 


Maat en en enn mele Sgt“ aoe (9c tp) real ep ns! oe cl ol ml ewer gl mgs 1m fos bs so a ow ( 


The new name for great 
hotels throughout the 
world. 


New York: The Plaza 
Washington, D.C.: The Mayflower 
Washington, D.C.: Hotel Sonesta 
New Orleans: The Royal Orleans 
New Orleans: Royal Sonesta Hotel 
Cambridge: Hotel Sonesta 
Logan Airport, Boston: Hotel Sonesta 
Hartford: Hotel Sonesta 

Houston: Hotel Sonesta 


Montreal: Hotel Sonesta 
Winnipeg: Hotel Sonesta 
London: Sonesta Tower Hotel 
Milan: Hotel Sonesta 
Munich: Hotel Sonesta (1972) 
and Charter House Motor Hotels 


Resorts 


Bermuda: Sonesta Beach Hotel 
Key Biscayne, Florida: 
Sonesta Beach Hotel 

Nassau: Sonesta Beach 
Hotel & Golf Club 


In the Continental U.S. call FREE 800-221-2662, In New York State call FREE 800-522-6444, In New York ® 
City call LOCAL Plaza 2-9100, In Montreal call 514-845-8151, In Toronto call 416-924-3391. 


HOTELS 


VIEW FROM THE TOP 


DEATH ON DEMAND 

Illegalizing things seldom puts a stop to them. 
All it does is raise the price to keep the riff-raff 
out. And, of course, lower the quality. 

The fact is, you know, we didn't really 
“legalize” abortion or off-track betting. What 
we did was to legalize the taxing of off-track 
betting so the city and state could get a share 
of the ice instead of giving it all toa few 
crooked policemen and politicians. And we 
de-illegalized abortions to make them avail- 
able to poor folks as readily as they had always 
been to the rich. Just as we de-illegalized 
booze after the failure of the Noble Experiment 
in 1933. 

We used to have very expensive abortions in 
New York before 1970. And the quality was 
terrible. Funny thing, though—nobody ever 
seemed to denounce them as immoral when 
they were illegal or called them “murder”. 
Even though they often were. Now we have 
all kinds of “Right To Life’ groups sermoniz- 
ing, demonstrating in the streets, and writing 
letters to the editors demanding that the 
legislature re-illegalize abortion. They base 
their argument on the assumption that the 
newly-formed fetus is a person. Which has 
prompted Women’s Libbers to dub them 
“friends of the fetus” and ‘fetus fetishists.” 

For some reason, however, these ‘’Right To 
Life’’ people seem to regard the fetus as a 
person only while it remains a fetus. Once it 
emerges from the uterus and grows up to full 
size, it can go to hell for all they care. Or to 
Vietnam. Or some other battle zone, where its 
most important privilege is its Right to Die, 


for its country or one of its country’s clients. 
Fully-grown fetuses which insist on main- 
taining their Right to Life are known as draft 
resisters, kooky protesters, misfits and dirty- 
hippie-commie punk kids. 

Another catch-phrase used against de- 
illegalized abortions is that it amounts to 
“abortion on demand.” A slogan uttered with 
about the same inflection our grandparents 
used to use on the phrase “‘free-love’’—about 
90 per cent sheer horror and 10 per cent 
wistfulness. 

They're right of course. That's about what it 
amounts to: abortion on demand. Just as 
Repeal of Prohibition surely led to booze on 
demand. And failure to illegalize the frank- 
furter has resulted in hot dogs on demand. 

You think | jest. But be assured there is 
scientific data to suggest that eating the 
average number of typical American hot dogs 
per year (as presently “liberalized” by the 
Department of Agriculture regarding fat con- 
tent and percentage of chicken skin and 
innards, sodium nitrate, etc.) constitutes a 
greater hazard to life than partaking of a legal 
abortion under proper sanitary conditions. 

Nevertheless, abortion on demand doesn't 
mean that the State or anyone else can 
demand that you have an abortion—any more 
than they can require you to have a drink ora 


frank. All the demand is on the part of the | 


consumer. Only them as wants ‘em gets ‘em. 
Like, it's a free country—right ? 

And it might be a lot freer if we also had 
de-illegalized prostitution on demand, hard- 
core pornography on demand, pot on demand, 


etc., as we now have cigarettes, automobiles 
and Spiro Agnew on demand. In fact, when 
you get right down to it, one of the best 
definitions of a free country is “A place where 
you get to choose your own poison—so long 
as you don’t spread it around in a way that 
forces the other person to swallow yours 
instead of the kind he or she prefers.” 

For example, | know that when | inhale 
cigarette smoke it poisons me. But it doesn’t 
hurt anyone else. By driving an automobile in 
the city, however, | am thrusting my carbon 
dioxide into the lungs of some person who 
might prefer to die of mercury-laden swordfish. 

Ortake Bill Buckley. | know that reading him 
is bad for me (probably more damaging than 
the cigarettes if we could find a_ really 
independent laboratory to check it out). But 
that’s my hangup. | read him anyway. And if 
some busybody were to lobby successfully for 
a censorship law to protect me from this mild 
vice, no doubt | would end up haunting the 
porno shops on 42nd ‘Street trying to buy 
Buckley columns from under the counter at 
inflated prices. And they would be selling 
them, you can bet. 

It’s much better to keep such things out in 
the open—as long as we Buckley addicts don’t 
try to force our habit on other people, infring- 
ing on their right not to be turned on. 

lronically, people like Buckley do not, them- 
selves, see it that way. Chairman Bill (as he is 
called in the title of a book of quotations by 
him) is unalterably opposed, for example, to 
abortions. On demand or any other way, 
except as a medical emergency. But he is not 
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satisfied merely to refrain from having any 
himself. He takes that extra (in a free country, 
fatal) step and insists that the power of the 
state (which all good conservatives are sup- 
posed to abhor) should be employed to pre- 
vent others from having any. 

Abortion, he argues, is murder. And the 
state has the right to outlaw murder. War, of 
course, is not murder but an instrument of 
policy. Therefore the sacrifice of thousands of 
American young men in their late teens and 
early twenties to vindicate the policies of a 
liberal Democrat in Indochina is not murder. 
And when they are employed to bomb or 
napalm yellow-skinned babies (lately emerged 
from the fetal state) that, too, is not murder or 
infanticide, it’s just tough shit. Because war is 
also hell, y’know. 

Buckley is much too gentle a person even to 
imagine what baby burning must be like, of 
course. Like so many of the fossil faction of the 
clergy to which he seems increasingly drawn 
in his maturity, he only helps to provide the 
rationale and moral cover. The rationale being 
that it’s only unfortunate to do the baby in 
outside the womb with jellied petroleum, but 
both sinful and immoral to do it /nside by 
means of dilatation and curettage. A fine 
distinction perhaps, but men of logic deal in 
fine distinctions. 

Not long ago a doctor attempted to shock 
the New York state legislature into re-illegaliz- 
ing abortion by dangling before their eyes a 
small plastic bag containing a dead—pre- 
sumably aborted—fetus. By allowing such a 
thing, he implied, they were all murderers. 
Apparently nobody ever'told that doctor about 
the 50,000 larger-size plastic bags the armed 
forces have filled and flown home, a couple of 
which he might have dangled before our 
Congressmen in Washington to stop the war. 

“Sir,” | can hear the Master intoning, 
“Surely you must know that war and abortion 
are not interchangeable phenomena. Killing 
in war may be a necessary evil; while 
abortion carries out no national policy. Not yet, 
at least. Abortion is merely a means of avoid- 
ing the consequences of previous pleasures 
carelessly enjoyed.” 

Yes, Bill. But remember, it was the man’s 
pleasure as well as the lady’s. And who’s to 
know who was the more careless? Besides, 
you overlook the most important distinction of 
all. Which is that no lady is ever conscripted 
into having an abortion.—F.D. 


REDEFINITIONS 

Parakeet: lovebird to keep old maids com- 
pany, though many would choose a cockatoo. 
Stripper: girl wrapped up in only herself. 
Twins: womb-mates, usually bosom pals. 
Love: a comedy of Eros. 

Cat: girl who lets the chat out of the bags. 
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HEN PARTY 
“A roast chicken an American woman brought 
as a gift for a friend in Brixton prison was 
found stuffed with cannabis resin, South 
Western magistrates were told yesterday. A 
second chicken was similarly stuffed but 
refused to say who it was intended for,””— 
Daily Telegraph. 

Well, you know how stuffy some birds can 
get. 


MEADOW LARK 
As the bull said to the nymphomaniac Ayr- 
shire: ‘‘How now, brown cow ?” 


HAPPENINGS 


SEXOLYMPICS—WHOSE STUNT ? 
Remember the Society for Indecency to 
Naked Animals—the one that wanted to put 
pants on dogs, campaigned to get Gimbels to 
clothe a stuffed horse in its window, and 
stirred thousands of animal-loving Americans 
to send in their donations? That little gambit 
turned out to be a joke by self-styled master 
hoaxer Alan Abel. Mr. Abel has been lying 
rather low lately but is his hand to be seen ina 
recent event—or non-event—called The First 
International Sex Bow/? This purported to be 
a coitus-contest with 47 couples competing. 
Unfortunately the press releases describing 
each stage in the Bow! arrived after the events 
were held—a rum way to run a promotion. 
Anyway, according to this posthumous 
publicity, seven couples representing the US, 
Russia, France, Italy, West Germany, Red 
China and South Africa got through to the 
finals and demonstrated their prowess in four 
rounds of sexual activity: foreplay, interplay, 
climax and afterplay. The French couple were 
picked as winners but a subsequent blood test 
revealed that they had used an aphrodisiac so 
they were disqualified and the American 
couple elected. The whole event, it was said, 
was shown on closed circuit telecast from a 
private location in uptown New York City and 
broadcast to several hundred cities in America. 
The next release announced that the first- 
ever ‘’Sexmobile’’ had just completed a six- 
week cross-country tour of major cities to 
determine “the sexual pulse of the nation’ 
with various polls. The polls revealed that 


83.4% of the public want pornography, 
prostitution and abortions legalized by 
Congress. 


All of which sounds so memorable and 
newsworthy that you'd think that some of all 
those thousands of people in all those 
hundreds of cities which the Sexmobile visited 
and where the finals were telecast would have 
mentioned it to someone. But questioning the 
numerous voyeurs of our acquaintance has 


failed to turn up anyone who had actually 
witnessed the Sex Bowl, or indeed anyone 
who knew anyone who knew anyone who 
had. Which puts the Sex Bow! event some- 
what below flying saucers in the credibility 
stakes... . 


ADVERTISING AMNESTY 

Unselling the War has now become a major 
project of Madison Avenue. Some of advertis- 
ing’s most illustrious talent is participating in 
the venture that urges an end to the Vietnam 
war by December 31st, and Unsell’s Com- 
mittee reads like a Who's Who? of the 
industry. Among the names: Arnold Arlow 
(Martin Landey, Arlow Advertising, Inc.), 
Maxwell Dane (Doyle, Dane, Bernbach, Inc.), 
Bruce Dodge (Dodge & Delano, Inc.), 
Laurence D, Dunst (Daniel & Charles, Inc.), 
Leo Kelmenson (Kenyon & Eckhardt, Inc.), 
Shepard Kurnit (DKG, Inc.), Lester Leber 
(Leber Katz Partners, Inc.), James J. 
McCaffrey (La Roche, McCaffrey and McCall, 
Inc.), and Martin Solow (Solow/Wexton, 
Inc.). 

According to Ira Nerken, director of the pro- 
ject, over a million dollars’ worth of advertising 
talent and materials have been donated so far, 
including 125 print ads, 33 television commer- 
cials and 31 radio spots. The campaign is 
designed to tell, “perhaps for the first time”, 
all the facts that Americans may not know 
about the war. 


ISMS ARE IN 

Spotting the next “ism” to catch on can make 
you famous—look at Kate Millett and her 
co-discoverers of racism, sexism, male 
chauvinism, etc. Now prepare for adult 
chauvinism and sane chauvinism. 

Liberal publications are wringing their hands 
over the plight of the kid who is told by an 
adult, or worse still Jack Valenti (head of the 
Motion Picture Assoc. of America), what 
naked flesh he cannot see and what violence 
he can. That's adult chauvinism. For another 
example, imagine kids’ feelings when in a 
candy store a dozen adults are served before 
they are. The playgrounds are sizzling with 
discriminated-against kids this summer. 

Sane chauvinism is more serious, says the 
MPLF (Mental Patients’ Liberation Front), 
which recently held its first general meeting in 
New York. Objecting to society’s arbitrary 
imposition of definitions of sanity, members of 
MPLF are mostly ex-mental asylum patients 
who are organizing to help inmates. They 
object to mental asylums as such, but parti- 
cularly to the shock therapy and drug experi- 
mentation that go on there. They also object to 
the concept of sane doctors treating insane 
patients. 

“You can’t be helped by someone merely 
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because he has read about your problem in a 
textbook,” they say. “You can only be helped 
by a person who has the same problems you 
do, someone who shares in the insane experi- 
ence. The system we have now sets up a shrink 
as a god and says that he is right and you are 
wrong.” 


FORTUNE COOKIE OUTLOOK 

Contrary to common belief, fortune cookies 
are not prepared individually in the back of 
Chinese restaurants but are mass-produced by 
a monopolistic industry, Almost half the US is 
supplied with fortune cookies by one factory 
on Long Island. Madame Nokami Graham, 
who is of Japanese extraction, has been in 
business since 1946, and in 1952 she auto- 
mated with special patented fortune-cookie 
machines. 

Her factory employs no Chinese workers 
(Puerto Ricans mostly) and turns our 150,000 
cookies a day. Mme. Graham’s territory ex- 
tends west to Nebraska and her cookies filter 
to the restaurant patron through a family- 
linked distribution chain, While the odd corner 
Chinese bakehouse is no competition for this 
network, trouble looms in the shape of another 
automated fortune-cookie factory on the West 
Coast. What does the fortune cookie say about 
the industry's prospects? “You must expect 
changes, not all of which will please you” ? 


TRIGGER HAPPY 
Remember, in those depressing periods fol- 
lowing the assassinations of President 
Kennedy, Dr. King, and Senator Kennedy, all 
the talk about guns being available every- 
where, even through mail order? Something - 
should be done about it, everybody said. Well, 
here are some facts on what has been done. 
More than one million cheap revolvers and 
pistols retailing at $20-$30 will be manu- 
factured this year. This represents more than a 
2,000% increase on the output of weapons in 
this category (about 50,000) only five years 
ago. 

How is this possible, since the 1968 Gun 
Control Act prohibited mail order sales and 
spelled out tight regulations on interstate ship- 


ments of firearms? As so often happens, a 
prohibitive law can whet the appetite of any 
single-minded entrepreneur, who knows a 
fortune can be made in unobtainable items. 
All he has to do is to find a loophole. And in 
this case it didn’t present much of a problem. 
The let-out word was ‘‘firearm’, because 
“firearm” as defined by law refers only to the 
frame and not the complete weapon. So he 
busily got to work using domestic frames and 
cheap imported parts—triggers, locks, catches, 
cylinders—and set up efficient assembly lines, 
the likes of which have not been seen since 
bootleg gin was distilled in bathrooms 
during Prohibition. 

So clip out your coupon—and let crime 
march on. 


SHOWS 


THE GEE-WHIZ MERCHANTS 

Of the many colorful sub-cultures which 
flourish in New York City, the column press- 
agent is especially piquant. About a dozen 
such gentlemen are presently in operation, and 
they take pride in their proficiency, though 
they are sometimes charged with ways that 
are dark and tricks that are vain, They make 
their living, ranging from marginal to muni- 
ficent, by supplying items to gossip column- 
ists for the reward of a mention for their client 
—personality, film, play, restaurant, book, 
product. Get the name in the columns, and you 
get paid; don’t get the name in the columns, 
and you don't get paid. 

In the current drang nach nostalgia, the 
column man is a specialist in reminiscence. 
Treasuring his anonymity (an authentic 
column man shuns publicity for himself), he 
looks back to the golden age of gossip, roughly 
from 1930 to 1960. There were then nine daily 
newspapers in New York (seven of which had 
at least one gossip column), six massively 
syndicated columnists in Hollywood, and 
about a dozen miscellaneous columns which 
dispensed trivia coated with spice. In those 
days, it was not uncommon for a column man 
to earn $25,000 to $50,000 a year. Some (but 


not all) of the columnists grew rich and 
arrogant, and self-consciously toyed with 
other people’s lives and careers. 

“There were 20 to 30 of us guys then,” 
recalls one column man, “and the columns 
could make or break a client. The eggheads 
might sneer at the columns—call them ‘gent’s 
room journalism’ or ‘the spitball press’ or 
‘thrilling boredom’, but by God, they couldn't 
stop reading them.” 

In retrospect, the statistics of the gossip 
column were awesome. Fifty million readers 
was an average day's haul for Walter Winchell 
or Hedda Hopper. Winchell, who claims to 
have started the whole thing, had millions 
more listening to him on radio on Sunday 
nights. He was certainly the most flamboyant 
of the lot, and a self-appointed pioneer in the 
art of invading privacy. In his heyday, he made 
a million dollars a year, and progressed from an 
amiable schmooser to a much-feared megalo- 
maniac, There was no doubt of his power in 
certain prescribed areas. When he praised a 
book or a play or a restaurant or a night-club 
singer in his “‘colyum”, things happened. The 
neologisms he and/or his tipsters coined 
(infanticipate, blessed event, nekkid, Joosh) 
entered the word books. When he tipped a 
stock on his radio program (the broadcast 
invariably began with an_ inter-planetary 
shriek, “Good evening, Mr. and Mrs, America, 
from border to border, coast to coast and all 
the ships at sea, let's go to press!”’), trading 
zoomed the next day on the stock exchanges. 

He was preternaturally thin-skinned and 
jealous of his own privacy, while consum- 
mately ignoring the privacy of others. If he was 
attacked in public or private, his thirst for 
retribution knew no bounds. He feuded con-- 
stantly, vilified his enemies, bared painful 
intimacies of divorce, sexual dalliance and 
terminal illness without a shred of regret. At 
midnight, he held informal court at The Stork 
Club, later moved to a table at Lindy’s, while 
throngs of tipsters and favor-seekers besieged 
him for the almighty item. His mail ran to 
hundreds, thousands of letters every day. He 
became an international phenomenon. He 
starred in movies, criminals surrendered:to him 
rather than to the FBI, and a president of the 
United States once slapped his knee and said: 
“Walter, I've got an item for you”. For 30 years 
and more he ran his tight little fiefdom from a 
penthouse on Central Park South and a winter 
palace in Miami Beach. 

The era ended, or at least began to fade, in 
the early 1960s. Television seized impact and 
urgency—and audience. Newspapers went on 
strike, and then merged or folded. Winchell is 
old and sick, and will not write again. Ed 
Sullivan still writes twice a week, but for a 
generation he has been a television star, rather 
than a columnist. Dorothy Kilgallen and 
Danton Walker are dead ; so are Hedda Hopper 
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and Louella Parsons. Hy Gardner has moved 
to Florida. Louis Sobol and Frank Farrell have 
retired from the fray. The Stork Club was torn 
down and became a small park, and Lindy’s 
has turned into a discount steak-and-beer 
parlor, haunted by ghosts of cheesecake and 
chopped liver. 

“The old magic is gone,” one of the column 
press agents told me. “The great rivalry days 
are over. There are fewer columns, so it's 
harder to crack them with items. And let’s face 
it, they don't mean as much anymore, and 
people have lost their sense of shock. Tele- 
vision has made ‘em numb. They’re more 
sophisticated, or decadent. Everything's out in 
the open now. Movie stars talk proudly about 
the people they’re living with but aren't 
married to. An illegitimate baby is something 
to brag about, not to hide. In the old days, 
Winchell would run an item about a million- 
aire’s party with call girls and rubber darts, and 
everybody would shake with excitement. 
Now, you can go into a peep-show on 
Eighth Avenue and for a couple of bucks 
watch films of group sex—with ponies. Homo- 
sexuality once was a secret vice; now gay 
power is a badge of honor. There ain’t much 
you can say gee-whiz to anymore.” 

But the columns—some of them—still sur- 
vive and column men, older, grayer, stub- 
bornly picaresque, are still servicing them. A 
“blind item” (‘What Broadway producer is 
leaving his wife for a fella ?’’) still titillates. If a 
hotel chain mentions that it is looking for a 
name for its new London hotel, 2,000 inquiries 
flood its offices within a week after the item is 
printed. If a column mentions that Barbra 
Streisand needs an apartment, 600 calls 
ensue. Leonard Lyons, a gentlemanly and 
professional specialist in anecdotage, still 
prowls a nightly beat, and an item in his 
column frequently mushrooms into a major 
story on news, entertainment or business 
pages. The indefatigable Earl Wilson, who 
once called himself ‘saloon editor’, has 250 
papers in his syndicate. The Daily News still 
features Charles McHarry and Bob Sylvester 
and Ed Sullivan. “It’s not the same,” says the 
column man, “but then, what the hell is ?” 

And in a sharp reversal of form, the New 
York Times, the good grey lady of American 
journalism, has just instituted a new depart- 
ment. It’s called ‘Notes on People”, and it’s 
a little prim, but if you peel it down to its bra 
and undies, it’s basically a gossip column, and 
the column pressagent is busy servicing the 
men who write it. 


PENTHOUSE PICKS 

Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory, Para- 
mount Pictures. Charming, contemporary, 
moral tale for children. If you have to take 
kids to the movies, see this. 
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' Panic in Needle Park, starring Al Pacino. 20th 


Century Fox. Haunting love story of two 
heroin addicts. Kids should see this too. 
Lenny. Virtuoso performance by Cliff Gorman 
as Lenny Bruce. With Ha/r’s Tom O'Horgan 
directing. ; 

Godspell, Updated version of “The Gospel 
according to Saint Matthew” has best score 
since Hair. | 

Fanny. What's different about this rock group ? 
They are all girls—and all good. Watch for 
them. 

E/ Cordobes at Madison Square Garden. The 
world’s highest-paid athlete seen in US— 
via satellite but still thrilling. 


WORDS 


SEX WITH A SWING 

First, let's meet Alan, a 48-year-old widower 
and father of three who has been organizing 
swinging parties for 20 years and never fails to 
contribute his share of the fun. Could he be 
called sexually promiscuous ? Well, let’s see... 
Alan and the interviewer get to work with 
pencil and paper: 

Interviewer (scribbling); Well, | come up 
with a total of around 8,700 women in 20 
years... ; i 

Alan (shakes his head rather soberly, seem- 
ing more shocked than elated at the disclo- 
sure) : Really, that many ? 

Interviewer: What's the matter ? 

Alan (scratching his chin, his lean body 
slouched forward, his legs spread out loosely) : 
| don’t know. It sort of makes me feel, well... 
old. 

The interview with Alan, a musician, is one 
of 628 conducted by Paul Rubenstein and 
Herbert Margolis with a mad variety of 
swingers from coast to coast, the cream of 
which are collected in The Groupsex Tapes 
(McKay, $6.95). 

What has Alan learned in 8,700 times at bat ? 
About what you would expect: that “wham, 
bam, thank you, ma’am” will get you nowhere, 
that you've got to study to please, and, of 
course, that you've got to learn to last. The 
multiple female orgasm, going on sometimes 
for hours, is the big thing in the swinging 
scene. How does Alan last ? Sorry, his advice 
is a disappointment: just “practice”. ' 

Since the days when Alan pioneered parties 
for the already promiscuous nightclub set, the 
solid suburban married couples have taken 
over the groupsex scene. Take John, for 
instance. He and Sandy have been married 
seven years, and have been swinging for five. 
With their two children in their beautiful 10- 
room home, they are a picture-book family. 
John and Sandy don’t have problems, they 
have funny situations. Like the night the girl 
stepped off a crowded bed on to the balls of a 


‘i 
r 


Mary Pickford: in. “Movie Innocence” book 


man on the floor, who was going down on a 
lady propped against the wall. He. screamed 
and bit, and she screamed and climbed the 
wall—"‘like something out of a Rube Goldberg 
cartoon,” says John. Then there was the 
night the big guard they had hired to protect a 
party of movie and TV celebrities got hurt in an 
altercation with a drunken actor, and when 
Sandy lowered his pants to bandage his knee, 
a clutch of naked starlets swooped down on 
him and comforted him in a way he'd only 
dreamed of. “You know,” he said as he pulled 
up his pants, “‘there’s one thing I’m sorry about 
—who’s gonna believe me ?”” 

But the high point of John and Sandy’s fun 


was the education of Mary. Mary, an incred- 


ibly conscientious young bride-to-be, was 
afraid she couldn't satisfy her husband so she 
came to Sandy for advice. Sandy put her to 
bed with John, one thing led to another, and 
by the end of a swinging weekend, Mary had 
been laid by at least 40 helpful instructors in 
every conceivable position. Next morning she 
thanked her hosts primly for a nice time and 
went off ready to be married. Sentimental 
Sandy cried at the wedding. 

Swinging couples tend to take an attitude of 
fervent piety about groupsex. They hasten to 
tell you how swinging minimizes marital 
problems, enriches their sex life together, and 
gives them more zest for business and parent- 
hood. Groupsex, they say, opens people up 
and eliminates petty jealousies and competi- 
tion. 

“Like hell it does,” says one dissident. ‘“Take 
10 couples, put them in the same room and 
watch the wives fuck other husbands and the 


other way around, and watch the look on the © 


women’s faces when they catch their 
husband squirming and groaning and eating 
these chicks out like they’ve never done with 
their wives. They’re about ready to cut their 
husband's balls off. And the same holds true 
for the husbands.” This is Gene, the cynical 
swinger, who uses swinging to feed an 
apparently insatiable appetite for sex (would 
you believe 10 times in an evening ?). He’s a 
hard-driving operator who made and lost a 
million dollars and his wife by the time he was 
30. Now, at 38, he’s making another fortune 


and as many women as he can get. “| ball a- 


chick and | make it a conquest and then | move 
on to ball another chick.” He thinks swingers 
are “just too goddam cultish now.” When he 
started swinging eight years ago, “‘they just 
fucked and didn’t talk about it afterward”. 

The grand theme that runs through most of 
the interviews, especially those with women, 
is that swinging liberates a woman and gets 
tid of her sexual hangups. Gene’s heresy 
extends even to this sacred canon. “As it turns 
out, I've found more swinging women who 
have hangups than nonswinging women.” 

Gene's hostility finds its opposite in Gil, a 
quiet young mathematician who is satisfied 
with his niche in the swinging scene. Gil is a 
head jockey. Because he comes too fast, he 
prefers cunnilingus to coitus. And since men 
can’t always keep up with women, his special- 
ty is much in demand. But every specialist 
faces special problems. ‘Lately,’ Gil com- 
plains, ‘‘many women have been using 
feminine sprays that pose a little problem for 
me. | have allergies, and perfumes can cause 
my nose to burn. It’s difficult to give head 
when you're sneezing: and sniffling, so |.have 
to be careful, Fortunately, there are some 
nonallergenic sprays.” — 

But Gil is basically content: “There's always 
something new and different that I’m up to my 
head in.” 

The Groupsex Tapes is not only the most 
amusing book yet on swinging, it is easily the 
most informative. The two big things: that 
groupsex has made us aware of are woman's 
greater sexuality and the ease with which 
women learn to pleasure each other—the two, 
of course, are related. Yet, though radical 
feminists may clap their hands in glee, no far- 
reaching social effects have ensued. The man 
is still the boss in the home, and family roles 
remain unchanged. So swing along, lovers, 
and preserve the status quo.. - 


RECOMMENDED READING _ 

The Dragon. and the Phoenix by Eric Chou 
(Arbor House, $8.95). A history of Chinese 
erotica. ; 

‘I'm in Bed with the President of the United 
States and Mao Tse Tung is Knocking at the 
Door by Amram M: Ducovny. (Ashley 
Publications, $5.95).-A satire on the sexual 
revolution. ; 

Wheels by Arthur Hailey (Doubleday, $7.95). 
The author of A/rport takes you inside the 
auto industry. , 

A Century of Sports by the Associated Press 
sports staff (Hammond, $9.95). Pictures 
and expert text.. 

The Autobiography and Sex Life of Andy 
Warhol by John Wilcock (published by 
John Wilcock & Colorcraft, $5 at museums, 
art galleries and good book stores). Not an 
autobiography, but an intimate view of the 
man by 21 of his closest associates, talking 


without restraint. 

Movies in the Age of Innocence by Edward 
Wagenknecht (Ballantine, $2.95). Defini- 
tive and delightful work on silent movies. 


SOUNDS 


ONE-MAN BANDS 

It was Kinney National, not Atlantic Records, 
who announced the acquisition of the Rolling 
Stones. As with every other business in 
conglomerate-happy America, the indepen- 
dents are fast being swallowed up by the big 


corporations. Warner Brothers and its sub- 


sidiaries, Atlantic Records and /ts subsidiaries 
and Elektra Records and /ts subsidiaries—once 
three independent and competing outfits— 
now all happily live under the same corporate 
toof. Of the small companies important in the 
pop field in the 1960s, only Vanguard remains 
free of control by a large corporation. 

The independents find it tough to compete 
in two ways: distribution and promotion. 
Since most smaller companies cannot afford 
to operate their own distribution systems, they 
must rely on contracts with bigger outfits or 
local distributors who will expend energy on 
them in direct proportion to the amount they 
sell. With hundreds of new records coming 
out each month, a huge promotional budget 
(sometimes into the $ million range for a single 
group) is needed to offer even a hope of 
finding an audience. Without a promo 
campaign, no sales interest; no interest, no 
push from the distributor; no push from the 
distributor, no sales. But if the small company 
has it tough, it’s nothing to the job facing the 


tiny one-man operations that still exist to 


fulfill the needs of collectors of the unusual 


-and esoteric. They are usually operated by a 


devotee of a particular brand of music (most 


often folk or classical) who, with the help of. 


his friends, records, masters, writes the liner 
notes, designs the jacket cover, packages the 
records, fills orders, and attempts to collect the 
invariably overdue bills. It is a labor of love; 
no-one would ever do such a thing for money. 

One of the most famous and longest-lived 
of the mini record companies is Arhoolie, 
Operated: by Chris Strachwitz in Berkeley, 
California. ‘In November, 1960,” says 
Strachwitz, “the first Arhoolie LP was released. 
| am sure this event in no way startled the 
record industry but it marked the beginning of 
a new life for myself and for Mance Lipscomb 
and perhaps for a few others as well. | was 
teaching high school at that time in Los Gatos, 
California and Mance Lipscomb was driving a 
tractor along the highways of Navosota, 
Texas cutting grass.” Lipscomb was born in 
1895 and never left his birthplace in Navosota 


until he was invited, as a result of his Arhoolie — 


release, to play at the 1961 Berkeley Folk 


Festival. Since that time he has been one of 
the most sought-after folk performers, both in 
the States and in Europe. 

The Arhoolie catalogue has grown in little 
more than a decade to include over 120 LPs, 
including records by Fred McDowell, Big 
Mama Thornton (who recorded the original 
Hound Dog several years before Elvis), 
Lightning Hopkins, Earl Hooker, Jesse Fuller, 
and a score of lesser-known figures, collec- 
tions of cajun and acadian music, urban and 
country blues, traditional and avant-garde 
jazz, and country and cowboy songs. 
Arhoolie, for example, has recorded invaluable 
material by the cajun star Clifton Chenier, and 
it saved the cowboy song repertory of Slim 
Chrichtlow on The Crooked Trail to Holbrook 
recorded just before he died in 1969. 

But there are no big profits to be had, as 
Strachwitz explains: ‘The first 1,000 LPs will 
cost you at least $1.10 each on the low side— 
cutting all costs to the bone, using no studio, 
and so on—and as much as $4 and more on 
the high side. Since the average album selling 
at a list price of $5.98 in the record shops 
brings only about $2.25 from the distributor, 
you can see things don't look very bright. With 
an edition of 2,000 you do a little better, since 
on the low side you are paying 80c and on the 
high $2.25. Only, once you begin to sell more 
than 1,000, you must add in royalty fees 
which were covered in the advance on the 
first batch, At 2c per song, that comes to about 
24c per LP sold.” (This, incidentally, helps 
explain how the big outfits can dump records 
at 98c: the more you print the lower your 
unit costs become, and royalties are usually 
not paid on such “‘close-out’’ LPs.) Strach- 
witz adds, ‘Unfortunately we don’t make pop 
records and we can't sell thousands of LPs 
right off. Far from it. In 1969, our best year so 
far, the best seller in our catalogue sold a little 
over 1700 copies, and our slowest seller only 
69 copies. The average came to about 400 
copies for each record.” 

Which is sad when you consider that 
Arhoolie’s releases, and those of other small 
labels such as Folklyric and Delmark, are 
among the best available. And, except in a few 
specialty stores, they are practically unavail- 
able. Folklyric was recently purchased by 
Arhoolie and its releases have already started 
appearing in Strachwitz’ catalogue (which can 
be had for a quarter from Arhoolie Records, 
Box 9195, Berkeley 94709). He'll also send 
you a copy of the Arhoolie Occasional, a 
tabloid newspaper with news and views about 
his and other small record companies. Further 
information about blues on small labels is 
available from a new quarterly called Living 
Blues ($3 a year from 917 W. Dakin St., Room 
405, Chicago 60613). The Delmark catalogue 
—edited by Bob Koester—includes albums by 
Big Joe Williams, Otis Spann, Sleepy John 
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Estes, Junior Wells (his Hoodoo Man Blues is 
one of the greatest blues records of all time), 
Magic Sam, along with jazz albums of several 
periods, and is available from the Jazz 
Record Mart, 7 W. Grand Avenue, Chicago 
60610. If you want to know where to see these 
artistes in concert, write to Dick Waterman, 
Avalon Productions, 1636 Lombard St., 
Philadelphia 19146; Manny Greenhill, Folk- 
lore Productions, 176 Federal St., Boston; and 
Sandy Goetz, 2321 El Contento, Hollywood 
90028. 

The president of Kinney National has pro- 
bably never heard of Arhoolie Records, but 
maybe that’s just as well—he’d want to buy 
it if he had! 


PENTHOUSE PICKS 

Fraser & Debolt, with lan Guenther: Fraser and 
Debolt (Columbia C30381). First album by 
a classically-trained folk duo from Canada. 
lan Guenther plays fiddle. 

The Dudes Doin' Business: Jimmy McGriff 
and Junior Parker (Capitol ST-569). Who- 
ever thought of backing Junior Parker, 
whose smooth r & b vocal style has earned 
him the nickname “Honeydripper”’, with 
funky jazz organist Jimmy McGriff was 
working overtime. A superb LP, and several 
of the cuts deserve single release as well. 

Joy of Cooking: Joy of Cooking (Capitol 
ST661). Fabulous first effort from a Bay 
Area quintet led by two women, Toni 
Brown and Terry Garthwaite.. 

Carly Simon: Carly Simon (Elektra EKS- 
74802). The best new singer-songwriter of 
the year. 


MONEY 


by Walter K. Gutman 


DEEP SEA FISHING IN STOCKS 

Of all the ways of deep-sea fishing the quest 
for off-shore oil is the greatest. When nothing 
is there the endless sea rests over the drill holes 
as though no effort had been made. But also 
hopes can suddenly come true in a gigantic 
rush. 

All business is like fishing except that in 
most cases it's not so clear. A friend of mine 
whose in-laws are fishermen said: “If you're 
a fisherman you don’t blame yourself if there 
are no fish—there are just no fish. But if you're 
a businessman .. .”” He speaks as founder of 
what has remained stubbornly a small busi- 
ness, largely because a machine he has been 
developing doesn’t, after six and a half million 
dollars, quite work. 

This feeling that there should be a reason 
why things aren’t working is one of the forces 
that misleads us in the stock market. Some- 
times there is a reason but often the fish just 
aren't there. For instance, Belco Petroleum 
took on a large concession off the coast of 
Israel. | had heard of it before | knew about 
Belco. A friend of mine told me that the chief 
geologist emeritus of Standard Oil had told 
the son of the famous Hirshhorn—the one 
who exploited the enormous uranium reserves 
at Blind River, Canada, and took the enormous 
tax deductions which come from being a great 
patron of the arts—that if there was oil in this 
formation, it would be as great as Kuwait. 
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9 
“Then the midwife asked me if my husband would be present when 
it was born. Well, | didn’t see why he should be. . 
present when it was conceived.” 


_he wasn't 


Walter Gutman: ta/king about your money. 


taken over this concession after the market 
had started to crunch in 1968 and | didn’t get 
in at the top. But even so, the stock looked 
dismally high at the bottom of the 1969 market 
and it never has gotten back to what | began 
buying at because after ordering a special ship 
for drilling, after training a special drill crew, 
after sailing over the Atlantic and thru the 
Pillars of Hercules and all along the Arab 
coasts, and after drilling six deep wells, there 
was no oil. 

Well, you can lose money blamelessly in the 
stock market, and you can also make it with- 
out any great credit to your intellect. Here | 
bracket together Pogo and the TransOcean 
group. This year off the coast of Louisiana, in 
Eugene Island lease 296, TransOcean found 
oil. And Pogo found it next door in 295. Pogo, 
whose official name is Pennzoil Offshore, was 
formed by Pennzoil United and partners to bid 
in the 1970 federal sale of leases off Louisiana. 
TransOcean, now owned 51% by Swift & Co., 
the meat packers, was spun off by J. Ray 
McDermitt, the giant offshore equipment 
people (who formed it), after it had bid $32 
million in the 1967 bids for one lease of 5,000 
wildcat acres, which proved to be the richest 
prize on the coast. | got to know Bennett and 
Suhor, TransOcean’s two execs, by telephone 
about then. 


| liked their voices—it’s hard to explain why.. 


We met on the telephone and the only thing | 
know about them yet is their voices. They 
sounded free and easy but they also sounded 
as though they knew their stuff. How do you 
know about a person? Well, you can't know 
for sure, but people are what we all have a lot 
of experience with. What you are looking for 
in the market is reality, and nothing in my 
experience indicates that there is some way to 
develop a system, My route is persons. 
TransOcean and Pogo are just two of a 
large group of companies which have hit it 
rich in exploratory oil—offshore and onshore 
—like the Alaskan north slope, that’s onshore; 
or Indonesia, that’s mostly offshore; or the 
North Sea, offshore. It’s very, very rough at 
times, and there’s going to be lots more of it, 
the north-east of America, and in the next 10 
years there may be wells from Newfoundland 
to Nantucket and maybe down to Cape May 
or Hatteras. 
Generally speaking, oilmen think there's 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 116 
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Song: Of the air is full of su/phur 
Nitrous oxide and of soot, 

The lakes are crammed with algae 
Noxious garbage and a boot. 

The forests have been ravaged, 

/nner cities are a b/ot, 

From Maine to California 
/s just a parking /ot. 

Drugstore sign: Tuna on rye toast, $17.50 
Song: Pop ain't worked since ‘42 

Not that he's to blame. 

Welfare run by rich ol’ Jew. 

That's a eryin’ shame. 

Sis died of the clap. 

Nobody dies of the clap. 

When you give it to big Augie you do. 
Brother cooled from overdose, 
Mamma's lyin’ comatose, 

Gramma’'s got the varicose, 

My hoss got /ef' at the pos’. 

/ got those God-what's-going-on- 
here, we's-all-out-of-food-stamps, 
whatever-became-of-anti-vivisection 
ba-lues! 


Like a Daddy who shows his love by saying 
No and by giving the child an occasional bat 
in the mouth, | love my country. Not because 
it's ‘‘better than anywhere else” or because 
it's “rich’’ or “great’’ or any other foolish, 
lying reason. | love it because | was born here 
and I've done all right. | love it because the 
Black Panthers got let off after a fair trial. | 
love it because everybody wants to kill ‘most 
everybody else but has better sense, or is 
simply afraid to start with. I’ve seldom seen 
spacious skies and l’ve never seen amber 
waves of grain and as for “crowning thy good 
with brotherhood,” brother, you'll never see 
it either. It would be inhuman, and we don’t 
care much for inhumanity around here. . 

Yes, | love you even though there are times 


when you seem to doubt it. Occasionally you ~ 


say dreadful things like ‘‘America: love it or 
leave it.’’ What kind of smart-ass talk is that ? 
| realize that you are a 200 percent red- 
blooded American fella because | saw the 
' gun in your glove compartment where you 
keep all the traffic tickets you have no inten- 
tion of paying. 

Don't tell me what | have to do, please. I've 
heard of countries in which the citizens had 
to Hail Caesar, Heil Hitler, march in May Day 
parades, carry Mao’s little red book. Don’t tell 
me | have to love. Love, after all, is very much 
like respect—it can’t be commanded, but must 
be won. That is why | wish you would never, 
ever listen to people who are noisy about their 
“love.” Loud, talky lovers are poor performers. 
This is not a guess, it’s a rule. Then, in 
writing this, my avowal, am | a talky lover? 
Perhaps. Try not to use it against me unless 
this becomes a shout. It is meant to be a 
sustained, reasoned, heartfelt murmur. 


“History is bunk.’’—Henry Ford, donor of the 
Americana Museum, Dearborn, Michigan. 


Let me count the ways. You ave rich, though 
| don’t care to hear about it as often as | have 
to. You have a bad habit of measuring your 
riches. You babble about your iron and your 
oil and your wheat. You take credit for what- 
ever is or was in the ground before you got 
here. It was here, you see—you didn't make it, 
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you simply used it. You take too many bows. 
Pawky politicos are fond of referring to your 
“gross national product.” This is a foolish 
and empty measurement because the true 
national product is people and you can't 
measure them, you can only count them. 


“Will you love me in December as you did in 
May ?'’—song by Jimmy Walker, terribly easy- 
going Mayor of New York City who left us 
during an investigation of corruption. 


So there’s your wealth, all of it inherited. 
And who were the heirs ? Well, between 1607 
and 1775, 30,000 convicts came to the New 
World. At one time the state of Georgia, for 
instance, seemed to specialize in cons just 
out of debtors’ prison. The vast majority of our 
revered forefathers were poor. Flat, bust-out 
poor. Failures in the old country. Some of 


them came for what they termed “religious 
freedom,” but that didn’t look too attractive 
when they started burning Quakers. What 
they had in mind, it seems, was freedom just 
for themselves. They were upset to discover 
that the Indians weren't baptised. When 23 
Jews arrived in 1654, Peter Stuyvesant was 
not amused. 

But the Puritans crossed the wild Atlantic 
in leaky tubs to come to a wilderness full of 
savages, didn’t they? Yes, and they were 
bigotted and merciless and smug and their 
own God must have laughed at them. 

Some of the immigrants came for other 


tn eh athe, 
* reasons, of course. Some were not “religious 


but “social’’ outcasts and had to go where 
they were not known. Some came because 
of a terrible greed. The Conquistadors, wild 
beasts in armor, came for gold and slaughtered 
for God. Atahualpa filled rooms with treasure 
for them but they cut down his people and 


: brought the marvelous Inca civilization to an 


end. And the British did it and the French, the 
Portuguese and the Dutch. The Irish, Germans, 
and Italians came for food, but that was later. 

(The British, who fancied themselves a 
seagoing people, supplied us with Captain 
Teach, Bluebeard, and the notorious Henry 
Morgan.) 

Are these then the lovable people? Oh, 
indeed they are! They savaged the Indians, 
they assaulted the forests, they ploughed, 
ruined, and moved on. They cleared the plains 
of the Indians’ food, buffalo, and then they 
removed the Indians. They, the pious New 
Englanders, traded ice and rum for black 
bodies, they invented scalping (a bounty paid 
for each proof of murder), and they spat on 
the lroquois who helped them survive the 
vicious winters. But. BUT. Those who 
managed to endure established a homeland. 
They grew, they raised, they bred, they fought, 
they worshipped and they prevailed. They 
established once and for all that they would 
bow to no tyrant. They came to a wild land - 
as refugees, as a kind of human garbage, and 
in a wink of Eternity they forged themselves 
into a sovereign people. The Americans. 


“No man should have to work more than 30 
hours a week.''—George Meany, American 
Federation of Labor. 


Go down, Moses, ‘way down to Egypt's land, 
Tell ol’ Pharaoh, let my people go. 


What a country. There was George Washing- 
ton, big landowner, big slave-owner. He 
was a Wealthy Englishman when he arrived 
and didn’t see anything wrong with the 
British until he heard of some fighting up 
Boston way. He organized a company of 
soldiers at his own expense and ultimately, 
reluctantly, accepted the job of general. A 
British subject, he must have known that if 
the war was lost he would be hanged as a 
traitor to George III. Washington a traitor? © 
Well, he was. ot 

John Adams thought Washington was 


‘dumb. be 


The first President had 119 slaves. His 
army consisted of 672 officers and men. He 
had no teeth of his own. The census of 1790, 
the year after George Washington left office, 
(no man should serve more than two terms, 
he thought) showed the population to be 
just under four million people. There were 
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17 states. 

New York City has about a million and a 
half on Welfare. Jefferson thought Washing- 
ton a great man. 

Alexander Hamilton was born in Nevis, 
British West Indies, and was illegitimate. At 
the age of 20 he was made a lieutenant 
colonel and served as secretary to Washington 
for four years. 

Thayer Benson sailed from New Bedford as 
captain of a four-masted schooner. He was 
19. 

Benjamin Franklin may have been a man of 
more parts than Leonardo da Vinci. When he 
was 20 he had already had careers as a 
printer and a publisher and was on the point 
of returning to the United States from London 
when a committee called on him to remain in 
England. They wanted him to teach swimming. 
You heard me, swimming. 

Franklin taught himself to read and write 
French, Italian, Latin, and Spanish. He 
established a school that became the 
University of Pennsylvania. He was appointed 
Postmaster of Philadelphia. Following this he 
paved the streets, //t the streets, organized a 
militia and opened a hospital. He and another 
man were put in charge of the postal service 
of the colonies, ran it, and made money at it! 

The actual ‘‘frontiersmen”’ were traders who 
gave the Indians junk in return for furs. 
Franklin called them ‘The refuse of the 
French and English nations.” (Paul Revere 
was a price-fixer. He was a member of a 
cartel that controlled the sales of copper.) 

The British decided to give up Canada. 
Uncle Ben got permission to address Parlia- 
ment, and explained to the members that if 
they gave up on Canada, the French would 
take over. That, he said, would put an 
enemy on the border of the British colonies! 
Man, was he a talker! But he didn’t stop 
there. Later on he talked them into repealing 
the Stamp Act. He was a Svengali. 

Still later this little monkey talked the 
French into lending the Colonies 60 million 
dollars—to fight the British, of course. (There 
may be more to this than meets the old eye. 
It seems that he had lent Congress 20,000 of 
his own money .. . and they stil! owed it to 
him. You don’t suppose... ? Well, | do.) 

The old boy had honorary degrees from 
Harvard, Yale and Oxford. He was a member 
of every learned society in Europe. They said 
he chased women, which is ridiculous. They 
chased him—and he was 70 years old. There 
was no United States, of course, so when the 
Congress sent him to France it wasn't as 
ambassador but as “commissioner”. 

When he was 79 and the war was over he 
asked Congress could he please come home 
because he was tired and had done the best 
he knew how. They finally agreed and sent 
over Jefferson to be ambassador. At the 
French court Jefferson was asked if he was 
replacing Franklin. He said: “No one can 
replace him, sir. | am only his successor.” 

Balzac said of Franklin that he “invented 
the lightning rod, the hoax, and the Republic.” 

He forgot to mention bifocals which Ben had 
invented for his own use. 

Thomas Jefferson should be compared 
with any kid you know who wants to do his 
own thing. When he was 20 he spoke Latin, 
Greek, French, Italian, Spanish and a very 
classy English. He understood what we call 
higher mathematics, he was an _ expert 
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violinist, singer and dancer, and an athlete 
who was considered to be an excellent 
horseman. 

He wrote the Declaration of Independence. 
He was the first American to make education- 
by-the-state a fundamental article of demo- 
cratic faith. When he did his own thing, he 
had things to do. 

Some of the information in through here 
comes from the books of J.C. Furnas. What 
| am doing, of course, is suggesting that you 
renew your scanty acquaintance with some 
of the founding Fathers. They weren't all 
Jeffersons and many were illiterate . . . but 
they were, by and large, extraordinary people 
whose forebears had come from small towns 
in England. (New York, New Jersey, New 
Hampshire.) They brought their town. names 
right along with them: Plymouth and Fal- 
mouth, Chatham and Eastham, and all the 
places that end in hurst and chester and 
dale etc. They were disciplined, endlessly 
resourceful, and they had great courage. 

Bosh, you say. America had great men and 
a great past. Had. But what about today ? 
Not yet. Let’s look at a little more of yesterday. 

New York City used to have recurrent 
waves of malaria. The noble citizens had a 
habit of throwing their garbage into the 
streets and sometimes all the wells went bad. 
When their horses died they threw the 
carcasses into Collect Pond (today the 
District Attorney has an office right over it), 
and the air stank. The streets were a mire of 
mud and horse manure. Travelling was so 
bad that a new President wasn’t inaugurated 
in Washington until the fourth of March, to be 
sure that the people from Maine had a 
chance to get there. Boston was a dump 
until they filled part of the harbor with rocks 
for a railroad track and packed dirt in behind. 
The rest of the town remained a noisome 
marsh for countless years (they used the 
British word ‘fens’ and the Fenway of 
today is built on fill, as is all of Back Bay.) In 
Kansas City cattle droves went down the 
main street until the late ‘80s. There was 
hardly a tree left in New England ... they 
had gone for ships, for trade, for houses, and 
what was left was cut down to feed the fires 
of hundreds of local iron smelters and for 
heating and cooking. Andrew Jackson made 
40,000 Cherokees walk from Georgia to 
Oklahoma in the winter. Thousands of people 
were shipped in from Europe to work in the 
mines and build the railroads, and they lived 
their entire lives as “indentured labor,’” mean- 
ing that they were slaves to the companies 
that paid their fare. Chicago was a giant 
shanty town that burned down almost over- 
night. In San Francisco milk sold for 10 dollars 
a quart and there were four murders a day. 
California, New Mexico and Arizona weren't 
states, so we stole them. We sent a fleet to 
drive the Spanish out of the Philippines, for 
God's sake! And we did the same in Cuba in 
order to sell newspapers. (In the Philippines 
an American general gave the order: ‘Shoot 
everybody over the age of 10.’’) 

There's really no point in going on with it 
... certainly the message is there. The country 
has known every variety of silliness, corrup- 
tion, chicanery, venality, treason, violence 
... whatever villainy man has thought up, he’s 
thought it up here too. And yet... and yet 
here we are, inheritors of what was left to us 
by the original heirs. Is it all that terrible to 


find that you are the owners of Tom Paine and 
Edgar Allan Poe and Mark Twain and Robert 
E, Lee and Thomas A. Edison ? Did any other 
group of outcasts in all of history produce Eli 
Whitney, Edwin Booth, Samuel Gompers, 
Maud Adams, Henry Longfellow, Aaron Burr 
(founder of the Bank of Manhattan), D. W. 
Griffith, Douglas MacArthur, Connie Mack, 
Jim Thorpe, Alexander Graham Bell, Jackie 
Robinson, Admiral Peary, Big Bill Tilden, W. C. 
Fields, Paul Lawrence Dunbar, Mary Pick- 
ford ? Has any other group of sons of refugees 
come up with the Boeing 747, Mount 
Rushmore, Social Security, General Motors, 
the Lipton Cup? Has any nation produced 
Governors named Alioto, Lehman and Curley ? 

Tell me of a place in which a glove manu- 
facturer built Metro-Goldwyn- Mayer. Tell me 
where the sons of the butcher, the baker and 
the candlestick-maker landed on the moon. 
Tell of peddlers who founded giant depart- 
ment stores and of rabbis’ sons who became 
presidents of universities. Tell of a brick- 
layer’s daughter who married a prince, of the 
poor Boston boy who became ambassador 
to the court of St. James and saw his son 
President of the United States of America. 
Tell of the boy who bought an orange-juice 
stand and later paid two million for a 
Rembrandt. Of an accountant who created 
Standard Oil. Of a Scottish immigrant who 
got into the steel business and left the 
country 1000 libraries. Tell of Henry James, 
Ben Hecht, Arthur Miller, Thoreau, Emerson; 
of clipper ships, Marconi, McCormick 
reapers, Teddy Roosevelt, Samuel F. B. 
Morse, Alfred E. Smith. | want to hear about 
Vanderbilt and J.P. and the Astors. 

Dem Bums. Rodgers and Hart. Lou 
Gehrig. Bret Harte. Hoagy Carmichael. Jane 
Addams. John Muir. Whirlaway. Jack 
Dempsey. Admiral Rickover. 

It's true that we've been throwing away a 
lot of our inheritance. It’s not smart to try to 


fill Yellowstone with trash. It’s not right to 


bulldoze the orange groves and replace them 
with rows of ugly boxes that grifters call 
“‘homes.” It's downright stupid to poison the 


sky for a buck and to kill the lakes for another. 


No one meant to do it; it’s just that when the 
folks came here, the land seemed endless. 
Anywhere you looked there was 1000 miles 
of beauty, and certainly a man was entitled 
to shoot a deer for lunch and cut down a tree 
to cook him. And what was more sensible 
than to pour the sewage into the river which 
took it out to the unending sea? It’s just that 
one morning we woke up and discovered 
that a handful of immigrants had become 
200 million consumers. The handful had no 
reason on earth to conserve anything at all. 
The 200 million are simply going to have to 
learn to use what God gave them in addition 
to the marvels of their country. Their brains. 
Look, old girl, | know that you're worried 
at the moment, but let me tell you something. 
You're going on 200 but you don't look a day 
over 50. You've had some incredible times 
but they're nothing to what you're going to 
see. Trouble, too, and why not? It’s having 
trouble and living through it that gives you 
character, it's having trouble and walking 
with your head high that wins the applause. 
And those laugh lines around your eyes don't 
make you look any older, just more charming. 
America, my love, you're one hell of a girl 
and I'm very glad that I’m your boy. O—_ 
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For some time | have been disturbed by the way the C/A has been 
diverted from its original assignment. /t has become an operational and 
at times policy-making arm of the government. | never thought when | 
set up the CIA that it would be injected into peacetime cloak -and- 
dagger operations. — ex-President Harry S. Truman. 


the agency's creator in December 1963 to remove or 

reduce the cause for concern over the CIA‘s develop- 
ment. As currently organized, supervised, structured and 
led, it may be that the CIA has outlived its usefulness. 
Conceivably, its very existence causes the President and the 
National Security Council to rely too much on clandestine 
operations. Possibly its reputation, regardless of the facts, is 
now so bad that as a foreign policy instrument the agency 
has become counter-productive. Unfortunately the issue of 
its efficiency, as measured by its performance in preventing 
past intelligence failures and consequent foreign policy 
fiascos, is always avoided on grounds of ‘‘secrecy’. So 
American taxpayers provide upwards of $750,000,000 a 
year for the CIA without knowing how the money is spent or 
to what extent the CIA fulfils or exceeds its authorized 


N OTHING has happened since that pronouncement by 
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intelligence functions. 

The gathering of intelligence is a necessary and legitimate 
activity in time of peace as well as in war. But it does raise 
a very real problem of the proper place and control of 
agents who are required, or authorized on their own 
recognizance, to commit acts of espionage. In a democracy 
it also poses the dilemma of secret activities and the values 
of a free society. Secrecy is obviously essential for espionage 
but it can be — and has been — perverted to hide intelligence 
activities even from those with the constitutional re- 
sponsibility to sanction them. A common rationalization is 
the phrase “lf the Ambassador/Secretary/President doesn’t 
know he won't have to lie to cover up.” The prolonged birth 
of the CIA was marked by a reluctance on the part of 
politicians and others to face these difficulties, and the 
agency as it came to exist still bears the marks of this 
indecision. 

What we need to do is to examine how the U.S. gathers 
its intelligence, and consider how effective its instruments 
are and what room there is for improvement. Every govern- 
ment agency must be accountable, as Richard Helms, the 
CIA’s Director, acknowledged before the American Society 


of Newspaper Editors last April: “How in the end we are to 
be supervised is for Congress itself to decide. The Central 
Intelligence Agency is not, and cannot be, its own master’. 
The time is long overdue for Congress to exercise that 
supervisory role, which it virtually abdicated in passing the 
Central Intelligence Act of 1949, at the peak of the Cold 
War. Under this measure, advertised as a move to ‘‘improve”’ 
CIA administration, Congress formally abandoned the right 
of inquiry by its standing committees into CIA operations, 
and specifically empowered the agency to (i) disregard laws 
requiring disclosure of the organization, functions, names, 
titles, salaries or numbers of personnel employed by the 
CIA; (ii) expend funds without regard to laws and regula- 
tions on expenditures, and with no accounting other than 
the Director's vouchers; (iil) make contracts and purchases 
without advertising; (iv) transfer funds to and from other 
Government agencies; (b) contract for research outside 
the Government; (vi) provide special expense allowances 
for staff abroad; (vii) admit up to 100 aliens and members of 
their families a year. Taken together the provisions of the 
1949 Central Intelligence Act literally gave the agency and its 
Director a license to steal. 


With so much autonomy it’s hardly surprising if the CIA 
is seen by many as a sinister force dealing in major clande- 
stine coups, such as the ouster of the Arbenz government 
in Guatemala in 1954, the overthrow of Premier Mohammed 
Mossadegh in Iran in 1953 (two notable successes), and 
the Cuban Bay of Pigs invasion in 1961 (a shattering 
failure). These kinds of secret operations, contrary to 
President Kennedy's remark to CIA employees on November 
28, 1961, when he told them: “Your successes are un- 
heralded — your failures are trumpeted,” are well reported. 
Because they are big you can’t keep them quiet. Yet the 
agency's ‘minor’ successes and failures are probably more 
representative of the unending gambitry and bigger-than- 
life human aspect of espionage and secret operations. At this 
level the stakes are lower and the ‘struggle’ frequently takes 
bizarre and even ludicrous twists. For, as Alexander Foote 
noted in his Handbook for Spies, the average agent's ‘real 
difficulties are concerned with the practice of his trade. The 
setting up of his transmitters, the obtaining of funds, and 
the arrangement of his rendezvous. The irritating administra- 
tive details occupy a disproportionate portion of his waking 
life.” 


ILLUSTRATION BY JOHN ASTROP 
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As an example of the administrative hazards, one day in 
1960 a technical administrative employee of the CIA 
stationed at its quasi-secret headquarters in Japan flew to 
Singapore to conduct a reliability test of a local recruit. On 
arrival he checked into one of Singapore's older hotels to 
receive the would-be spy and his CIA recruiter. Contact was 
made. The recruit was instructed in what a lie detector test 
does and was wired up, and the technician plugged the 
machine into the room’s electrical outlet. Thereupon it 
blew out all the hotel’s lights. The ensuing confusion and 
darkness did not cover a getaway by the trio. They were 
discovered, arrested, and jailed as American spies. 

By itself the incident sounds like a sequence from an old 
Peters Sellers movie, however, its consequences were not 
nearly so funny. In performing this routine mission the 
CIA set off a two-stage international incident between 
England and the United States, caused the Secretary of 
State to write a letter of apology to a foreign chief of state, 
made the U.S. Ambassador to Singapore look like the 
proverbial cuckold, the final outcome being a situation 
wherein the United States Government lied in public — 
and was caught! 

The events following the trio’s arrest by the Singapore 
authorities attest the truth of Sir Walter Scott’s words, ‘Oh, 
what a tangled web we weave, When first we practice to 
deceive.” The Singapore authorities were not willing to turn 
the captured ‘American spies” loose without a ‘ransom’. The 
British Secret Service, MI-6, was not much interested in 
helping the CIA. After extended and awkward negotiations, 
the CIA was able to secure the captured trio’s release on terms 
which, to this date, have never been fully revealed. One item in 
the terms was shown in 1961 when Secretary Rusk, on 
President Kennedy's order, wrote a formal letter of apology to 
Lee Kuan Yew, the Premier of Singapore. 

Some four and a half years later, when Lee Kuan Yew was 
tweaking Uncle Sam’s nose (the 20th century substitute for 
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twisting the British Lion’s tail), he disclosed the ‘“‘hotel 
lightbulb caper” and said he had been grossly insulted by the 
Americans who had offered to pay only $3.3 million for the 
captives’ release against his demanded $33 million. There- 
upon the State Department's official spokesman, who did not 
know about the Rusk apology, nor about the details of the 
incident, denied Premier Lee's charge. Mr. Lee promptly 
published the Rusk letter and threatened to play tape record- 
ings of the captives’ interrogation and the release negotiations 
for the Asian press corps. As a consequence, the State 
Department made a confession of sorts, acknowledging the 
apology, while denying any wrongdoing and rejecting Lee’s 
contention that the U.S. had offered him a bribe. All this from 
a blown fuse—and adding insult to Injury the Singapore 
authorities kept the lie detector! 

A more ribald example of how things can get out of hand 
was the ‘“Sweet Sugar Caper” or the ‘Take a Trip With Fidel” 
incident. In this case Agency personnel, operating within 
what they believed were approved instructions, came close to 
revolutionizing the ancient and essentially conservative 
profession of espionage. The facts were simple. In August 
1962, the Streatham Hi//, a British freighter under Soviet 
lease, limped into San Juan, Puerto Rico, for repairs to her 
propeller. The ship, bound for Leningrad with 80,000 sacks of 
Cuban sugar, was placed in drydock, and 14,135 sacks of 
the sugar were off-loaded and placed in bond in a U.S. 
customs warehouse, ostensibly because of the U.S. embargo 
on Cuban imports. Why, on that ground, all the sugar was not 
removed is a question never addressed. 

The temptation of all that sugar on its way to Russian 
Communist stomachs was too great. The CIA’s Puerto Rican 
chief of station—a truly ““non-person” because the CIA is 
supposed to leave operations on American territory to the 
FBI — succumbed to it. He decided to ‘‘doctor’’ the sugar, and 
sent agents to the customs warehouse, to which they gained 
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With institutions, as with people, to understand why they're 
the way they are requires finding out how they came to be 
that way. In historical perspective the CIA is simply the latest 
stage in a continuing controversy over centralized intel- 
ligence, which can be traced back to the years before Pear| 
Harbor. Total war, In which the outcome of battles depends as 
much on supplies of strategic materials and exploitation of 
technology as on military skill and courage, makes new 
demands for intelligence. These demands were foreseen by 
several young and not-so-young Turks in the Army's G-2 
and the Navy's ONI who succeeded in bringing their anxieties 
to the attention of the President. Their intermediary was 
Colonel Frank Knox, Secretary of the Navy (and publisher 
of the Chicago Daily News) who recommended to DFR a 
New York lawyer and Republican leader, Colonel William 
J. “Wild Bill” Donovan. 

It sounds anachronistic today, but at that time the prospect 
of a more up-to-date and comprehensive intelligence 
system was viewed as a possible danger to America’s 
neutrality. Donovan, however, made an authorized trip to the 
Middle East and the Balkans in the winter of 1940-1 and 
reported to the President in terms that dispelled these fears. 
Roosevelt soon appointed him to head a new Office of the 
Coordinator of Information (OCI). This was five months 
before Pearl Harbor. 

The brief to General Donovan (as he became) was to 
analyse all strategic intelligence and furnish the conclusions 
to the President and other agencies. But five months wasn't 
enough time to put together a complete organization, and 
after Pearl Harbor the priority was for tactical intelligence — 
the kind that supports military operations. The first of many 
upheavals in centralized intelligence came when the OCI was 
split (June 1942) into the Office of War Information and the 
Office of Strategic Services (OSS). Donovan headed the 
OSS, and it was the OSS which much later was to spawn 


entry in a manner reminiscent of Budd Schulberg’s descrip- 
tions of longshoremen larceny in On the Waterfront. They 
then contaminated all 14,135 sacks of sugar with a chemical 
substance straight out of science fiction—and presumably 
returned to the prosaic task of interrogating and recruiting 
Cuban refugees for duty with the ClA’s Congolese Instant 
Air Force — or elsewhere in Latin America. 

When President Kennedy found out, the sugar hit the fan! 
In no uncertain terms the President ruled out chemical 
sabotage in the Cold War and issued an order to undo what 
had been done. There was, however, no way to ‘‘decon- 
taminate” the sugar. The CIA‘s field personnel settled the 
dilemma by “‘liberating” the sugar in broad daylight in what 
might be called an overtly staged covert operation. The 
agency's audacity paid off. The Russians were spared a 
unique taste treat and President Kennedy was mollified. 
Several months later when President Kennedy found out that 
Cuban sugar was being used by Castro to help pay for the 
installation of Russian nuclear missiles on Cuban soil he 
might have had second thoughts on whether the CIA‘s 
doctored sugar plot was such a bad idea after all. Anyway it 
was all in a day's work for CIA agents. There is nothing 
exciting or glamorous about shooting the contents of an 
oversized hypodermic syringe into 14,135 separate sacks of 
sugar, loading and unloading those sacks several times and 
finally “flushing” the sugar down the drain. Most clandestine 
Operations are more on this level, though, than on the 
dramatic scale of the screen antics of James Bond. In a word, 
a career in intelligence is dull. Murder, coup-plotting, violent 
intrigue, and a dash of illicit lovemaking (with or without 
government approval) are still part of it. though on a more 
reduced scale than in Word War II or some of the ‘hotter’ 
phases of the Cold War. Nonetheless, between the infre- 
quent high points, both good and bad, brilliant and stupid, 
the professional spy is required to sustain boredom much 
more than danger, torture and temptation. 
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the CIA. 

When, at the end of World War II, the 
time came to consider the future shape 
of U.S. intelligence, the OSS had become 
in the public mind a sabotage outfit for 
which no provision need be made in 
peacetime. Actually its functions were 
much wider, and covered gathering, 
processing and distributing information 
from all over the world, including other 
official agencies and foreign govern- 
ments. By VJ-day, largely due to 
research procedures developed by the 
OSS, the case for centralizing so 
fundamental an activity as intelligence 
had become widely accepted in govern- 
ment. 

An emotional factor also pressing in 
this direction was the aftermath of Pearl 
Harbor. In the shock of the debacle, and 
the acrimony of the numerous inquests, 
the belief grew that the Japanese attack 
was made possible by a failure of 
intelligence, a belief duly magnified into 
a general allegation of top-to-bottom 
failure of the pre-war intelligence sy- 
stem. A new centralized organization 
had obvious appeal as a bureaucratic 
remedy.* 

The CIA was created in the fall of 
1947, and the fact that more than two 
years had passed since VE-day is an 
indication of the turbulence of its 
creation. Battle was joined over the 
issue of central intelligence, with Con- 
gress politics, services rivalries, FBI 
jealousy, and State Department con- 
servatism all taking up arms. In the 
first skirmish, in November 1944, the 
Washington Times-Herald published a 
verbatim copy of a top-secret memoran- 
dum from General Donovan to the 
President, outlining his ideas for a 
coordinated post-war intelligence sy- 
stem. In a censorious editorial the 
newspaper charged Donovan with 
wanting to set up an American Gestapo. 
Roosevelt died. The war ended. In the 
next encounter Congress denied funds 

*It is an ironic parenthesis that the Pearl 
Harbor allegation remains unproven. Though 
intelligence had clearly been neglected in the 
years before World War II, and the Army and 
Navy had suffered on that front from shortages 
of both men and money, our knowledge of 
friends’ and foes’ military forces was neverthe- 
less complete. There was no failure to collect 
and evaluate enough information about 
Japanese capabilities and intentions. The 
failure lay in the way those in charge of 
operations incompetently used the intelligence 
provided. The archives of the Army and the 
Navy contain reports covering not only the 
nuts and bolts of military intelligence but de- 
tailed and sophisticated appreciations of broad 
topics like ‘Japan's Pacific Ambitions” and 
“Hitler's Personality”. Written in the 1920s and 
*30s by young officers such as Maxwell Taylor 
(who went on to become Chairman of the 
Joint Chiefs of Staff, and Ambassador to South 
Vietnam) these reports show that even at a 
time when intelligence was considered a 
career dead-end and isolationism was official 
U.S. policy, there was no shortage of vital 
information. 
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to the OSS for operations beyond the 
end of 1945. President Truman’s riposte 
was to wind up the OSS formally, while 
dispersing its branches to other depart- 
ments. State assumed the coordinating 
functions of the OSS and took over its 
Processing & Research and its Analysis 
divisions. The Army took over its 
Intelligence Gathering Branches, later to 
be known as the Strategic Services 
Unit. 

The President's compromise caused 
much bitterness among the 12,000 staff 
of OSS, who rightly predicted that it 
would be unworkable. By early 1946 
the President evidently agreed with 
them, for he was back-pedalling with an 
Executive Order that reversed his earlier 
plan. This time he set up a National 
Intelligence Authority (a committee of 
the Secretaries of State, War, Navy, and 
the President’s military adviser), with 
control of a new agency to be called the 
Central Intelligence Group, a successor 
to the OSS. 

Why did the President change his 
mind so quickly? Because in those 
fateful intervening four months intel- 
ligence literally came to a stop. As State 
dawdled, the OSS professionals quit. 
What happened between October 1945 
and January 1946 in eastern Europe, 
China, and Indo-China is now a matter 
of history, but it is significant that the 
Communists made their initial moves in 
the Cold War during an interval when the 
U.S. intelligence system was in chaos. 

The President's final step in the 
creation of the CIA awaited the outcome 
of the historic defense unification battle 
which had waxed and waned during 
1945-7. The agency was established on 
September 18, 1947, when Congress 
passed the National Security Act dis- 
solving the National Intelligence 
Authority and the Central Intelligence 
Group, and substituting a National 
Security Council (a semi-unified de- 
fense establishment)* and the Central 
Intelligence Agency. Thus the present 
day CIA, a bastard compromise be- 
tween President and Congress over the 
necessity for foreign intelligence in the 
post-war world and the necessity for 
control over the means to acquire it, 
was born. 

The Director of the CIA, in his added 
role as the Director of Central Intel- 
ligence (DCI), is expected to serve as 
the senior intelligence adviser to the 
President and Congress as well as the 
President's representative (and chair- 
man) on the United States Intelligence 
Board (USIB), in which task he is 
“responsible for coordinating the foreign 
intelligence activities of the United 
States.” This ex-officio function derives 


*The National Security Council is composed of 
the President, the Vice President, the Secretary 
of State, the Secretary of Defense and the 
Director of the Office of Emergency Prepared- 
ness (formerly Planning). 


from a letter written by President Ken- 
nedy in 1963 to John A. McCone 
(Allen W. Dulles's successor as Direc- 
tor) and has never been updated. 

It may come as a surprise to many that, 
after 24 years of the CIA, intelligence is 
still far from fully centralized. Several 
other agencies, with consequent 
rivalries, Complete what professionals 
know as ‘‘the intelligence community”. 
The USIB, chaired by the CIA’s Director, 
encompasses the State Department's 
Bureau of Intelligence & Research, 
the Pentagon's Defense Intelligence 
Agency, and the National Security 
Agency, plus representatives of the 
Atomic Energy Commission and the 
FBI. The four service intelligence chiefs 
sit in as observers at meetings and have 
much influence. Less is heard about 
these organizations than the CIA, 
though some of their missions bring 
them into active competition and 
conflict. 

The National Security Agency (NSA) 
is the code-breaking arm of the intel- 
ligence community, established by Pre- 
sidential directive in 1952 as a separate 
agency within the Defense Department. 
NSA monitors secure U.S. communica- 
tions and mans listening posts the 
world over for monitoring the com- 
munications of other nations and 
processing this into usable intelligence 
for other agencies. The operations, 
number of personnel, and budget of the 
National Security Agency are secrets 
even more closely held than those of the 
CIA. Estimates vary, but by a process of 
elimination NSA is generally held to 
employ some 100,000 persons and to 
operate on an annual budget of ap- 
proximately one and a quarter billion 
dollars. 

The Defense Intelligence Agency 
(DIA), established in 1961 by former 
Secretary Robert S. McNamara, is 
responsible for coordinating conflicting 
intelligence functions of three services : 
Army G-2, the Office of Naval Intel- 
ligence, and Air Force A-2. In addition, 
DIA produces for the USIB the official 
intelligence estimate of the Department 
of Defense and services the intelligence 
requirements of its major components. 
The number of persons in DIA plus those 
in the military services’ intelligence 
apparatus approximates 50,000, with an 
annual budget in the $2 billion plus 
range. 

The State Department’s Bureau of 
Intelligence & Research (INR) coor- 
dinates intelligence research and 
analysis for the Department. It is not a 
collection agency, but produces intel- 
ligence studies and spot reports essen- 
tial to foreign policy determination for 
the Secretary of State. INR has about 
300 employees and a budget of about 
$4.5 million. 

The Atomic Energy Commission, res- 
ponsible for devices for detecting 
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nuclear tests by other nations, is 
represented on the USIB by an intel- 
ligence expert whose duties are to 
provide technical guidance to CIA and 
other members in collecting nuclear 
intelligence. Also, the AEC produces 
intelligence when it processes informa- 
tion on nuclear energy and develops 
estimates on the atomic weapons 
capability of foreign powers. 

The FBI, whose Division 5 is respon- 
sible for catching domestic spies, is a 
major member of the national intel- 
ligence community, though its direct 
role in the production of positive foreign 
intelligence is limited. 

If all this looks like Parkinson's Law 
running wild, such a conclusion is not 
unwarranted. The product of a// U.S. 
intelligence efforts—the report that 
informs the President of developments 
abroad vital to U.S. interests — too often 
becomes a political football game played 
by the intelligence community, with 
first downs measured in terms of intel- 
ligence ‘scoops’ and touchdowns 
scored when the President accepts one 
team’s version of intelligence truth over 
that proffered by others. To complete the 
football metaphor, victory in the intel- 
ligence community's league champion- 
ships is gained by adoption of a policy 
advocated by one member over one 
currently in vogue or opposed by another 
member. Victory in the “Super Bowl” is 
achieved when the policy results in such 
actions as the commitment of U.S. 
combat forces in Korea, the Taiwan 
Straits, Lebanon, the Dominican Repub- 
lic, and most recently Vietnam. To liken 
the process whereby foreign intelligence 
is provided to the President to a game 
may appear to be a monstrous parody of 
an effort costing upwards of $5 billion 
annually, on which the peace of the 
world may depend, but on balance that 
is what the effort has become. 

The CIA, over the years — despite some 
dramatic failures—has refrained from 
playing intelligence “football.” Such a 
view does not square with the popular 
one which equates the CIA with an 
“invisible government’ in competition 
with one “indivisible” government. 
Nonetheless, it is in accordance with the 
facts, even though those in charge of the 
CIA — now and in the past — have made 
individual errors of judgment and at 
times have not been able to avoid 
embarrassment to the U.S. in carrying 
out authorized positive intelligence ac- 
tions. 

How did the CIA ever come to get into 
operational activities, when Congres- 
sional intent, to judge from the wording 
of the 1947 National Security Act, 
limited it to the straightforward task of 
correlating, evaluating and coordinating 
the collection of intelligence? Part of 
the answer lies in a clause providing for 
“such other functions as the 
National Security Council may direct”. 
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The clause was invoked in 1948 to pre- 
vent a Communist victory in the Italian 
elections. But this authorization was a 
one-shot affair and did not grant 
carte blanche for secret political opera- 
tions anywhere else. It was almost as an 
afterthought that the NSC brief required 
that the Italian operation “‘be secret and 
plausibly deniable by the government’ — 
so much for morality in intelligence 
work. 

The precise course of subsequent 
events producing a permanent organiza- 
tion within the CIA for clandestine 
operations remains a mystery. Admiral 
Hillenkoetter, the CIA's first Director, is 
reported to have said that no such 
organization was intended. President 
Truman maintained that what went on 
was not known to him. Presidents are 
often lied to, shielded from unpleasant 
truths, or ignored by officials bent on 
purposes of their own. According to 
Ross and Wise in their book The /nvisible 
Government, an ex-OSS man, Frank G. 
Wisner, was brought in “with a cover 
title of his own invention”. 


“He became Assistant Director of the Office 
of Policy Coordination. A separate Office of 
Special Operations conducted secret actions 
aimed solely at gathering intelligence. This 
machinery was in the CIA but the agency 
pretended to share control of it with the State 
Department and the Pentagon. On January 4 
1951, the CIA merged the two offices and 
created a new Plans Division, which has had 
sole control over secret operations since 
that date.” 


Clandestine means are a last resort ina 
period of so-called peace, and it has to 
be decided on what conditions their use 
is acceptable. An extension of the ‘clear 
and present danger’ rule seems ap- 
propriate—that is, if the situation is 
allowed to drift, direct U.S. involvement 
in a shooting war, either as a good 
Samaritan, innocent bystander or quasi- 
political next-of-kin, is probable. As- 
suming that the string has run out for 
normal diplomacy, foreign aid payments 
etc, the intelligence community can be 
directed in such a way that our leaders 
can be warned in advance of what 
conditions cannot be changed, what 
changes are possible, and the best 
clandestine means to make _ those 
changes. 

If taking the life of a foreign head of 
state would avert a war, whereas a plot 
to overthrow a government might 
accomplish the same end, murder 
becomes the indicated policy. For those 
who denounce such intelligence activity 
as ‘Mafia diplomacy’, must ask them- 
selves a question: would you, knowing 
What you know now, have voted to “hit” 
Hitlerin the spring of 1939, or would you 
vote to “hit” Prime Minister X today if, 
on hard corroborated evidence, you 
were convinced that he would initiate 
action within six months almost certain 
to involve America in a probably nuclear 


war? National survival 
cruel, and dangerous side 

The weakness of U.S. intelligence to- 
day is in divided responsibility. In the 
Pueblo case, for example, itis impossible 
to point to any particular person in the 
intelligence community who made the 
final ““go’’ recommendation, yet several 
committees passed on the mission. 
Intelligence of the kind provided for the 
abortive prisoner-of-war camp raid at 
Sontay, North Vietnam, last November 
can be traced to the existence of a 
scattering of intelligence officers work- 
ing on several dozen intelligence com- 
mittees in Washington, all of which have 
a life of their own and no responsibility 
for the fundamental issues at stake. 

None of the supervisory organizations 
to which the CIA must report 
periodically in detail — the President's 
Foreign Intelligence Advisory Board, the 
Office of Management & Budget, ele- 
ments of the Appropriations and Armed 
Services Committees in the Senate and 
the House—has command respon- 
sibility. Nor does any have _ legal 
authority to choose among intelligence 
options, and settle quarrels between 
intelligence bodies. One consequence is 
that the production of intelligence has 
acquired similarities to the competition 
for Nielsen ratings between ABC, CBS 
and NBC. Another is that ‘professional 
incest” iS promoted — intelligence 
officers produce reports, not for the 
President or NSC, who have a statutory 
requirement for it, but more for other 
intelligence officers to rebut. It is time 
to recognize that the intelligence com- 
munity has sprouted into a group of 
competing self-serving interests, which 
must be stamped on if our nation is to 
survive. America has been lucky too 
long. 

The President must lead. Recently a 
fiscal and management investigation 
into the intelligence community has 
been ordered by President Nixon. This is 
a welcome. move, as long as_ the 
investigators do not evaluate the system 
in strict terms of the management skills 
and techniques used in industry. If they 
do, their conclusions are likely to blur 
further the crucial difference between 
“bad” intelligence efficiently produced, 
and ‘‘good” intelligence inefficiently 
produced. 

There is room for diversity in the 
nation’s foreign intelligence activities, 
but for that diversity to be effective there 
must be leadership from the top, and a 
genuine director of central intelligence 
with the authority to control our foreign 
intelligence resources. Failure of Presi- 
dent Nixon to act promptly and 
decisively on this urgent issue will leave 
him — as well as all Americans — with an 
unsatisfactory answer to the plaintive 
query Shakespeare put into King John’s 
mouth: “O, where hath our intelligence 
been drunk? Where hath it slept ?°"Ot—g 
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“Numero di telefono ?” 


“Let's forget all that counter-revolutionary, decadent, imperialist crap and give her one for the road !”” 


‘Dummkopf — what do you mean, you didn't notice my stripes?" 


“Okay, we bust him. Charge him 
with disturbing the peace, 
indecent exposure, conspiring to 
deprave and corrupt public morals, 
contributing to the delinquency 
of minors, multiple rape, indecent 
assault with intent to perform 
acts of a perverted and anti-social 
nature with four girls at the same 
time in a public thoroughfare, 

and what have you got —- another 
national hero!"" 
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“Let's see... defective rear light... expired 
road tax... parking on double yellow 
lines...” 


“Hold it right there, smart ass 1’ 
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“| regret to inform you, monsieur, that your car 
was stolen twenty minutes ago. What is more, 
your style is abominable” 


“Believe me, man, it’s the missionary position” 
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NiceGutsy 
All-American Peaceful 
WayloEndthe — 


e Le By 
Vi etn Q ae QO ( Satire by Morris Lurie 
They'd bombed, burned, blasted and bullied them - all to1no effect. What _ 


they needed was a weapon that would show them once and for all that 
the war wasn’t worth fighting. Like a Steinway piano, maybe. 
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One afternoon, as the President of the 
' United States was being driven back to 


the White House from a civic reception 
in.a Washington hotel ("A Salute to the’ 
Mothers of the Silent Majority”), he 
chanced to see a motorcar falling 
through the air. It- was. a: Chrysler 
Imperial keBaron 4-door hardtop with 
vinyl: roof and 50/50 split bench. seat, ~ 
and it came off backwards from the top 
stack of one of those double-tiered 
trailers they use for transporting cars 
from the works to the dealers—a cable- 
must have snapped or something—and 
it hit the road with a sickening thump. 
Metal crumpled. A door shot off. The-car 
bounced horribly, hit the toad. again, 
shuddered, and then lay there; smoking 
abit butfinally atrest. “2 ae? 
The savage spectacle did not leave the 
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Seely Way." tne general's sun= 
Should glasses flash with passion. ' ‘Bomb the 
ie ie eS screamed. “Hit ‘em with 
"The general's 
crash ‘onto the 


th and Fle like a missile 
the very center of the table, landing 
here with. a soft. plop. “Ah... with all 
due fespect, Sie 7 Said: the general, 
a suddenly aware of the level his voice had 
‘at cigar reached, and. unsure whether to retrieve 
ie that our. Mest ee ota He letit lie. 
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seen the Gener iS voice Still the President a not. a word the 
-the time has. come to general's cigar all the while sending upa 
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On the other hand, sir" 
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began 


into the mouthpiece. 


another adviser, but stopped, sensing 
something in the air. 

The President was thinking. 

Deep furrows lined his troubled brow. 

His jong fingers darted to his shirt 
front, slipped inside and scratched a rib. 

His narrowed eyes flicked to:his left 
wrist, whereon was tattooed in the 
smallest print the date of the next 
election. 

At last he spoke. 
~ ’Getme Chrysler! he snapped. 

A phone was produced, the connec- 
tion made. 

“This is the President of the United 
States speaking,’ the President spoke 
“SY want 10,000 
Chrysler Imperial LeBaron 4-door hard- 
tops. Yeah, with the vinyl roof and the 
50/50 split bench seat, that’s the one. | 


49 


don't care what color ! What's that ? Do 
| want dual-control Airtemp air con- 
ditioning ? Listen, don’t try and sell me 
up ! You know what I’m gonna do with 
these cars? /’m gonna drop ‘em on 
North Vietnam!” 

There was a Satisfied smile on the 
President's face as he handed the 
receiver to an aide, though the faces all 
around showed bafflement and gaping 
mouths. 

“lf Congress calls,” said the President, 
rising from his seat, ‘‘tell ‘em I’m pleading 
the Fifth.” 

The Chryslers were rained down on 
Hanoi one clear April day, releasing at 
once the most violent storm of criticism 
the President had ever known. 

“Warmonger !" cried the doves. 

“President takes major step,’ an- 
nounced the Vew York Times. 

The country seethed, on the point of 
open revolt. 

Safe in Florida, the President said nota 
word, and when he saw how Chrysler 
stock was rising on Wall Street, he knew 
he was doing the right thing. 

“Get me General Motors !"’ he ordered. 

Wave after wave of big B-52s swept 
over North Vietnam, dropping down the 
new wide-track Pontiac Firebird with 
the high-intensity headlights and the 
Endura front end. 

Down went 5,000 Cadillac hardtop 
Sedan deVilles, their heavy clumps 
violating the DMZ. 

““Get me Ford |” roared the President. 

“What's happening ?” asked the Vew 
York Times, momentarily losing its cool. 

“I'm escalating!’ cried the President, 
the latest Wall Street figures spread 
before him, and down onto North 
Vietnam went Westinghouse washers, 
Kodak Instamatics, Xerox Data Systems, 


Heritage furniture, Steinway pianos, 
General Electric color television sets 
and stereophonic record players and 
tapes, garbage disposal units, infra-grill 
stoves, portable barbecues. 

Heavy crates of Paul Masson Cali- 
fornian Champagne hit the Ho Chi 
Minh Trail. 

“Well, how’s the state of the nation ?” 
the President asked the head of the 
National Guard. “Any black riots? Any 
trouble from the campus bums ?” 

“No, sir,” he was told. 

“Hal” laughed the President, scan- 
ning his reports. 

Wall Street had never been better. 

Ford was hastily bringing out a 
complete new range, competing fiercely 
with General Motors for Government 
orders. 

General Electric had just hired 8,000 
more men. 

Little old ladies were coming out of 
retirement to assemble toasters and 
steam irons. 

“Get me the American Tobacco 
Company!” roared the President, and 
the big B-52s roared right to the Chinese 
border dropping Pall Malls and Lucky 
Strikes. 

Down rained the goods—Hamilton 
watches, Brooks Brothers suits, Sauna 
Belt home slimming equipment, 
Fabergé shaving foam, Steuben glass, 
crates of Wild Turkey Straight Bourbon 
whiskey. 

“Pack my bags,” said the President. 
“Time for another White House confab.” 

The President strode into the Oval 
Room looking tanned and fit. He wore a 
youthful wig, featuring a modified 
Kennedy wave. The election date tattoo 
had been surgically removed from his 
left wrist. 


“1t was either that or flocked wallpaper.’ 
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Around the table sat the generals, 
advisers and aides. 

“Want to talk about Vietnam?” the 
President asked with an enigmatic smile. 

“Well, with all due respect, sir,” said 
the Pentagon general who had earlier 
spoken out for a resumption of the 
bombing, “| want to go on record to say 
that pleased though | am we're once 
again bombing those bastards, I’ve been 
looking at the figures, and those VC 
casualties are goddam low. With all due 
respect, sir.” 

An adviser with a large investment in 
General Motors hastily produced a 
photograph showing a Vietcong soldier 
being hit on the head by a two-door 
coupé. 

The President was silent, his enigmatic 
smile still playing about his lips. 

“On the other hand,” said the Pent- 
agon general, not sure which way the 
wind was blowing, “our boys aren’t 
getting hit very hard either.” 

“Damn right they're not!” thundered 
the President, becoming all at once 
businesslike and brusque. ‘And you 
know why 2” he asked. ‘Take a look at 
these photographs. What do you see ? 
Vietcong driving around in Fords! 
Chevwvies ! Cadillac cars ! An automobile 
thrown out of a plane at 5,000 feet might 
be junk to you and me, but not to them. 
They're cunning, the Commie rats. 
They're putting them together again. 
They're welding, they're repairing. Listen 
—they’re setting up dealerships, spare 
parts organizations, servicing depots. 
Same goes for washing machines, 
motor mowers, pop-up toasters. We 
might not be killing too many of them in 
direct hits, but check their road fatality 
figures—2500% increase! Accidents in 
the home? More than trebled! Look at 
these photographs. Every man_ is 
smoking an American cigarette! They‘re 
knocking themselves out with cancer! 
Look at this man.” The President pointed 
to a figure on one of the photographs. 
“Look at him!" he cried. “His cheeks are 
Remington smooth. You can almost 
smell the Old Spice from here. He’s no 
soldier any more. He’s a consumer. He 
hasn't got time for war. He’s having his 
house fitted out with electric door 
chimes and Bigelow carpets. He's 
worrying about crab grass in his lawn. 
Know what he’s thinking? Is it worth 
paying the extra for Chivas Regal ? What 
Polaroid will | buy: the deluxe with the 
single-window Zeiss Ikon rangefinder- 
viewer and the electronic development 
timer that goes ‘beep’ when the picture 
is perfectly developed, or the economy 
Big Swinger ?” 

The President of the United States 
leaned back in his chair and let his smile 
spread slowly across his tanned, youth- 
ful face. 

“The war in Vietnam is over,” he said. 
“The American Way of Life has triumph- 


ed again.” Ot—g 
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Germaine Greer is the latest, the most 
articulate, most popular, and most 
reasonable (or least unreasonable, de- 
pending on how you see It) exponent of 
Women's Lib. Strictly, she disavows 
the Women’s Lib label, maintaining that 
she only wants to free women from 
themselves, but she is certainly a 
feminist and no longer scorns the 
Women’s Lib movement in America, de- 
spite what she wrote about it in her book 
The Female Eunuch (McGraw-Hill). 
This recantation is due to seeing for 
herself in a highly successful promotion 
visit to the U.S., during which she made 
the cover of Life, hosted the Dick 
Cavett show, debated with Norman 
Mailer, and addressed the formerly all- 
male National Press Club in Washing- 
ton. Australian-born, Germaine Greer 
came to the States with her book al- 
ready a surprise success in England. 
Surprise because in England, where she 
has lived several years, she had become 
known as a comedienne in a zany TV 
series featuring two local drolls, Kenny 
Everett and Jonathan Routh. This, how- 
ever, was moonlighting from a career 
as an academic. She took honors at 
Melbourne, her hometown university, an 
M.A. at Sydney, and a Ph.D. (with a 
thesis on Shakespeare's early comedies) 
at Cambridge, becoming a lecturer in 
English at Britain's Warwick University. 
No conventional academic, Dr. Greer 
has also worked as waitress, civil 
servant, actress, and BBC commentator, 
and written uninhibitedly for under- 
ground magazines such as Suck, Oz and 
/.T. Earnestly reviewed twice in one 
issue of the Vi/lage Voice, her philosophy 
is in accord with the mainstream of 
Women's Lib in postulating that one 
half of the human race (the female) has 
been behaving unnaturally throughout 
recorded time. It makes light of most 
observed and, one might think, in- 
stinctive differences in interest and 
inclination between male and female. 
Where the Greer analysis differs from 
the Milletts’ and Friedans’ is in not 
putting all the blame for women’s 
alleged troubles on men. Women, she 
says, have “‘connived” at the role of 
super-chattels. She writes hopefully: 
“It seems that women’s souls will have 
to be changed so that they desire 
opportunity instead of shrinking from 
it”. At one point in her book she argues 
that men demonstrate their scorn for 


There are all sorts of political gestures women could make, the simplest 
things. Just upend the sexual taboos by going naked from waist down on 


public occasions. 
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women by using the names of the female 
genitals as terms of contempt, over- 
looking the fact that the names of the 
male genitals are used in precisely the 
same way. Full of hyperbole and con- 
fusion in analysis, Dr. Greer is no less 
extreme and unreal in her prescription 
for reform. Her main plank is that women 
should refuse to marry — surely quaint 
counsel for the sex whose traditional 
complaint is of the difficulty of getting 
men to the altar. 

She considers motherhood, which at 
32 she has not yet experienced, as 
overrated, and denounces monogamy, 
which she experienced for a period of 
three weeks a couple of years ago — and 
vows never to repeat. The style of the 
woman comes across in her handling of 
questions from the massed ranks of 
reporters at the National Press Club. 
Question: ‘Which of Norman Mailer or 
Teddy Kennedy would you choose if 
they were the last men left on earth ?” 
Answer: ‘\f | had to breed with either of 
those two it might be as well if the 


world came to an end immediately.” 
Question: “When will women stop 
thinking of men as sex objects?” 
(laughter). Answer: “That's not al- 
together an absurd question. Men 
ought to be more conscious of their 
bodies, and women less so.’ Question: 
“Would you rather be a man ?” Answer: 
“I've never regretted being a woman. 
But when men say | haven't had diffi- 
culties because | wrote a book and got 
a PhD, | say, how the hell do you know 
if I'm not another Einstein ?” Vivacious, 
tomboyish, and personable, Germaine 
Greer is enough of a woman, despite her 
exceptional height, to make men enjoy 
this kind of onslaught. She is now 
working on her second book in inter- 
vals of promotions demands for her 
first. In this exclusive interview, con- 
ducted by Harry McKeown, Dr, Greer 
expounds on the strains of the male- 
female relationship, the case for re- 
vitalizing human sexuality, and the 
expanding part she thinks women 
ought to play. 


After Lawrence and Hemingway and Miller—-the great 
fuckers of literature, who weren't such great performers 
according to their women — every man thinks: “Christ, 
am | supposed to be like that ?”’ 


Penthouse: Are you sure you're serious about 
women’s liberation, or is it really a joke ? 


Greer: Nobody's liberation is a joke. But the 
notion of the liberating of one sex on its own is 
pretty funny. | mean, you can’t liberate the 
slaves without liberating the masters. Alexander 
VI emancipated the serfs because he could no 
longer figure out any way his economy could 
possibly handle them. But he was really 
freeing himself of the serfs, not the serfs of him. 
The same situation will apply for women. And 
it’s true that men are trying to free themselves 
of women. It’s the women who are unable to 
accept the opportunities for taking control of 
themselves—the serfs couldn't do it either. Now 
what my book argues is that it isn’t their fault, 
not any more than it was the serfs’ fault. 
Women are not capable of running their own 
lives and being independent of men because 
they've been too successfully conditioned to be 
dependent. So that’s why | don’t talk about 
female liberation as such, but I'd never attack 
the idea. I’m even chary of attacking its 
individual proponents because any effort is 
better than none. The only thing is that a lot of 
what's happening in America is a_ radical 
perversion of the road to freedom and what it 
could possibly lead to is desolation. 


Penthouse: So you're saying that what 
women should be struggling for isn't really 
freedom but some kind of separation ? 


Greer: Well it’s not freedom to be able to go 
into the long bar, or whatever. That’s nothing to 
do with freedom. And female liberationists are 
all women who have already attained a measure 
of autonomy and who are now fighting against 
vestigial traces of sex discrimination in their 
professions in which they are already about as 
free as middle-class individuals in our, society 
could possibly be. The point is that everybody 
is unhappy with the situation. The men are 
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unhappy with the women in the boardroom, 
they are unhappy with the women in the press 
room: by and large. They know that the tactics 
used in discussing problems are now different 
because women are joined in the situation. 
They can't go out and get boozed and make 
decisions the way men do in that curious 
primitive fashion. What's really happened is 
just like a Negro situation. You've got white 
Negroes, male-oriented women, but the life the 
men were leading before the women joined 
them was just as crazy and neurotic and 
perverted as their own. So they've swapped 
one perversion for another, while still retaining 
vestiges of the first. What I'd like to see is that 
the entry of women into public life doesn’t just 
perpetuate the character of public life, with 
women masquerading as men, but changes the 
entire character of our understanding of 
organization, breaks down the hierarchical and 
primitive structure into something more like 
co-operation. 

Penthouse: Do you see any practical way of 
achieving this ? 

Greer: It's almost impossible to imagine, you 
see, because it’s built into.changes in the 
structure of work. Nobody who’s running a 
factory or a newspaper can be unaware of the 
fact that work patterns are changing. You can't 
say to a journalist, ‘Be in the office from nine to 
five and write me six stories”. You can only 
hope that somehow or other some combination 
of license and leisure and hard graft will 
produce something for you. The same thing 
goes in a factory now. Nobody knows how 
much work takes up how much time. They've 
realized that human beings have no set 
quotient like that. And it’s getting worse. The 
Broken Hill miners in Australia are demanding a 
30-hour week. They could have demanded a 
25-hour week and the right to work six times 
as hard during it. Nobody knows what the ratio 


is. So the whole idea of getting performance out 
of a man in return for a fixed and just sum of 
money must be seen to be a hallucination. There 
is no just sum of money for a just amount of 
work. And the more machines do work without 
being paid the more it becomes evident that 
man wasn’t made for that kind of toil. He was 
made for a different kind of activity. Professional 
people are escapers into a kind of creative and 
self-regulating activity. The curious thing about 
the female liberationists in America is that they 
are mostly from that class—the most privileged 
class of their society. And what they are doing 
for the women bearing the weight of the 
nation’s economy—the housewives who do the 
shopping—is negligible. 

Penthouse: So what you're hoping for is a 
situation in which women take a greater part in 
what's happening ? 

Greer: I'm a bit more pessimistic than that. 
What | have to say is that as we are now 
oriented, as our characters are now formed, it is 
impossible for men and women to cohabit 
without the guarantee that the man will be 
absent most of the time. When they closed 
the mines in some parts of Wales the house- 
wives were asked if they'd think it right if their 
husbands were to receive their wages and be 
allowed to stay home. That was one of the 
alternatives actually considered to stop the fuss. 
And the women said: ‘‘Oh no. He’d be under 
my feet all day”, or “He'd be down in the pub 
getting into trouble’. And they were right, 
because men and women do not in fact cohabit 
except in a peculiar and stressful way. Now if 
the structure of work does change so markedly 
that men do have to face the prospect of living 
with women they're also going to have to face 
the prospect of changing women, because they 
really can't stand to live with women the way 
things are. They'll have to change themselves 
as well, but | don’t know how that can be 
accomplished—I’m only interested in my own 
sex for the moment. Now one of the ways in 
which women could be changed would be by 
putting them into industry so that they'd know 
what it’s like there and they'd get to understand 
men a bit better that way. The trouble is that 
full employment gets harder and harder— 
because of automation and because of the 
structure of monopoly capitalism—and so it’s 
less and less realistic to put women into 
industry. Hence the extraordinary schizo- 
phrenia of the female liberation movement. 
On one hand they are clamoring for full 
employment for women and for housewives to 
be paid and recognized as members. of the 
working class; on the other hand all the 
tendencies of the economy go in the opposite 
direction, squeezing man out and concentrating 
on the combine. So | see as more or less 
inevitable something like an enormous de- 
pression which we may not survive. 
Penthouse: And you blame the lack of co- 
operation between men and women ? 

Greer: That's only a part of it. The main thing is 
that we can't think of other alternatives. 
Everyone is shocked and upset at the thought 
of breaking down our social barriers. If you 
suggest that instead of six washing-machines 
for six families you buy one and share it; take 
down all your front doors; visit everyone else’s 
house; stop working and live on relief because 
it makes as much sense as working for money 
that we pay back into the system and never see 
any of; then the majority of people get 
frightened. They feel really disgusted at this 
kind of opting out. But the children are doing it, 
and either this pattern of non-co-operation with 
the system will develop in the young people 
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HOME PLUG-IN SYSTEM 


Pre-amplified model. Plugs in- 
to your present stereo record 
system. Beautiful walnut grain 
finish. THE PLAYER {S FREE. 
No speakers needed, plays 
through your own stereo sys- 
tem. () check HOME PLUG-IN 


$79.95 
e reg. price 


DELUXE AUTO SYSTEM 


Complete with easy installa- 
tion kit and 2 deluxe flush 
mount speakers (no drilling 
holes). THE PLAYER IS FREE. 
We will bill you. only special 
member's price of $11.98 for 
speakers. 
TEM in coupon. 


check AUTO SYS- 


SELECT ANY 6 STEREO TAPE CARTRIDGES TO START MEMBERSHIP 


Only Stereo Tape Club gives full selection of all labels, artists, new releases. 


POPULAR 


(0 1319—WHEN YOU'RE 

SMILING, Nat King 

Cole (Pickwick) .........5.98 
( 1321—FRANK _SINATRA’S 

GREATEST HITS, 

Frank Sinatra 

(Reprise) ........-..--....4 6.98 
O 1344—RAINDROPS 

KEEP FALLIN’ ON 

MY HEAD, B. J. 

Thomas (Scepter) ........ 6.98 
O 1347—THE RAY 

CHARLES STORY 

VOLUME II, Ray 

Charles (Atlantic) .......! §.98 
(2 1348—THE GOLDEN 

SOUNDS - POP, Various 

Artists (Capitol) .. 6.98 
(0 1349—GREATEST 

Bobby Goldsboro 

CUSWAIIStS) ees creases 
() 1353—TOM, Tom Jones 

(Parrot) 6.! 
DC 1355—NOW I'M A 

WOMAN, Nancy Wilson 

(Capito 1) .. ..6. 
Oo 1359—GREATEST Hits, 

Barbra Streisand 

(Columbia) 
(© 1361—VERY DIONNE, 

Dionne Warwick 


HITS, Glen Campbell 
(Capitol) mee er seoueed 
(CO 1364—LOVE’S LINES, 
ANGLES AND RHYMES, 
5th Dimension (Bell) ..6.98 
(2 1365—THAT’S THE WAY 
IT IS, Elvis Presley 


(ROA) 

Oo (36e—FoR THE GOOD © 
TIMES, Dean Martin 
(Reprise) hye eee 

(C 1367—SWEETHEART, 
Englebert Humperdinck 
arty 6. 


1368—! 

GOOD ABOUT YOU, The 

Lettermen (Capitol) ....6.98 
(0 1369-CLOSE TO YOU, 

he SpE 


(Atlantic) 
(0 2318—GREATEST iiits 

Herb Alpert And The 

Tijuana Brass (A & M) 6.98 


(CJ 2319—MAGIC PIANOS 
OF FERRANTE & 
TEICHER (Sunset) ......6.98 
 2324—COME SATURDAY 
MORNING, Jackie 


Gleason (Capitol) ........6.98 
(0 2326—ORANGE 

COLORED SKY, Bert 

Kaempfert (Decca) ......6.98 


C 8307—COWBOYS AND 
COLORED PEOPLE, Flip 
Wilson (Atlantic) ........6.98 

( 8316—BEST OF BILL 
COSBY, Bill Cosby 
(Warner Bros.) 

O 8321—LIVE AT 
SING, Mons, Mapley 
(Mere) 6.98 


ROCK & FOLK 


(J 3301—LADY SOUL, 
Aretha Franklin 


(Atlantic) ..... 6.98 
(0) 3312—THE BEST OF 

WILSON PICKETT, 

Wilson Pickett 

(Atlantic) - -..6.98 


(0 3314—HISTORY OF 
OTIS REDDING, Otis 


Redding (Atco) .. ...6.98 
(0 3330—THE BEATL 
a e A (Twin Pack) 
Ree eet anst 3.98 


(ia Se DEK: VU, Crosby, 
Stills, Nash & Young 
(Atlantic) . 6. 

( 3366—LIVE, “CREAM, 
Cream (Atlantic) 

(C0 3369—LET IT BE, 
Beatles (Apple) . 

(0 3371—woobstoc! 
Various Artists (Twin 
Pack) (Cotillion) 

(0 3372—LIVE AT 
MONTEREY, Jimi 
Hendtix/Oti Redding 


se) A 

o Massel ‘IN THE 

DARK, Aretha Franklin 

(Atlantic) 6.98 
0 3374—ABI 

Santana (Columbia) ....6.98 
(0 3376—LIVE AT 

LONDON’S TALK OF THE 

oes Temptations 


Gordy) .. . 
o rr eo ‘ZEPPELIN: 
111, Led Zeppelin 
(Atlantic) |) Serererattrreed 
( 3379—STEPHEN Stitis, 
Stephen Stills 
(Atlantic) ...........e--+-4 6.98 


3381—FAREWELL—LIVE 
VOL. I—Diana Ross & 
The Supremes 3 
(Motown) 6.98 
( 3382—PENDULUM, 
Creedence Clearwater 
Revival (Fantasy) ........6.98 
(0 3383—THE SUPER HITS 
VOL. 5, Various Artists 
(Atlantic) -......-....-..-01 6.98 
( 3384—SUPER BAD, 
James Brown (King) ....6.98 
( 3385—METAMORPHOSIS, 
{ron Butterfly (Atco) ..6.98 
(CD 3386—2 YEARS ON, 
Bee Gees (Atco) ..........6.98 
( 8323—THE BEST OF 
PETER, PAUL & MARY, 
Peter, Paul & Mary 


(Warner Bros.) ............6.98 
C 8326—TAP ROOT 

MANUSCRIPT, Neil 

Diamond (Uni) ...........: 6.98 


COUNTRY & WESTERN 


(D 4301—TIME | GET TO 
PHOENIX, Glen 
Campbell (Capitol) ......6.98 

1 4322—THE GOLDEN 
SOUNDS, COUNTRY, 
Various Artists, Haggard, 
James, South, Owens & 
Others (Capitol) .......... 6.98 

 4325—HELLO DARLIN’, 
Conway Twitty (Decca) 6.98 

(OD 4326—FIGHTING SIDE 
OF ME, Merle Haggard 
(Capitol) 22... ccccsc 6.98 

CD 4327—FROM ME TO 
YOU, Charley Pride 

(RCA 


Oo 4328—iGHiNNY CASH 
SHOW, anny al veoe 


(Columbia) ... 


O 5307—THE BEST OF 
WES MONTGOMERY, 
Wes Montgomery 
(Verve) ..... 2a. 6.98 

[0 5312—MEMPHIS — 
UNDERGROUND, Herbie 
Mann (Atlantic) .......... 6.98 

O 5319—LIVE AT THE 
WHISKEY A-GO-GO, 
Herbie Mann 
(Atlantic) -................../ 


6.98 


6.98 


(J 5320—sSwiss 
MOVEMENT, Les McCann, 
Eddie Harris (Atlantic) 6.98 
D 5323—THE BEST OF 
RAMSEY LEWIS, Ramsey 
Lewis (Cadet) 98 
0 5325—MONGO 
Mongo Santamaria 


(Atlantic) ..... 6, 
(0 5326—FREE SPEECH, 

Eddie Harris (atlantic) 6.98 
1 5327—MELLOW 

DREAMIN’, Young 

Holt Unlimited 

(Cotillion) ...................6. 


6301—DR. ZHIVAGO, 
Original Sound Track 


Cast (RCA) ..... 
6312—ROMEO 
JULIETTE, Original 

Sound Track (Capitol)..6.98 

© 6321—LOVE STORY, 
Original Sound Track 
(Paramount) 7.98 

(0 6322—HOMER, Original 
Sound Track 
(Cotillion) . ...6.98 

(CO 6323—PARTRIDGE 
FAMILY ALBUM, Shirley 
Jones, David Cassidy 
NBel i) Pe erecceeeceess 6.98 

Oo 7303—GERSHWIN 
RHAPSODY IN BLUE, 
London Festival 
Orchestra (London) . 

(0 7319—THE GOLDEN 
SOUNDS CLASSICS, 
Various Artists 
(Capitol) -.........2......-..6. 

Oo $320-TCHAIKOWSKY 
1812 OVERTURE, Zubin 
Mehta (London) .......... 6.98 

DD 7322—BEST OF 
BEETHOVEN 
(Westminster - Gold ....6.98 

(0 7323—BOLERO - RAVEL 
(Westminster - Gold) ..6.98 

DD 7324—TCHAIKOVSKY: 

SWAN LAKE SUITE 

(Westminster - Gold) _.6.98 


If coupon removed write to: 
Stereo Tape Club of America 
1 


6.98 


8831 Sunset Bivd., 
Los Angeles, Ca. 90069 


t Trademark of €197 
Stereo Tape Ciub of America 


WHY WE GIVE YOU THE FINEST 
8-TRACK STEREO PLAYER FREE 


We are America’s largest all-label, all-artist stereo tape 
cartridge club. We want to introduce you to the newest, 
most advanced, most convenient way to enjoy music in 
your home, car or office—with trouble-free compact 
stereo tape cartridges that play continuously, switch 
tracks automatically and last practically forever. We are 
so convinced that you will enjoy this spectacular new 
stereo sound in a cartridge, that we are willing to give 
you the player free, as a membership gift, just so you'll 
buy your tapes from us—all the newest, factory-fresh 
releases direct from all the major recording companies 
—never at more than regular price, and you can save up 
to 50%, get free bonus tapes every month, enjoy a Club 
charge account and magazine. 


The STEREOMATIC tape player we give you free, as a 
membership gift, is superb. It must be good to keep you 
as a customer. It is made especially for Club members 
by one of the finest manufacturers in the world, to meet 
strict Club specifications that assure you brilliant high 
fidelity stereo performance for many years of trouble- 
free service. We know you must be delighted. That’s why 
we are willing to send it to you at no risk or obligation 
on your part. If you like it. KEEP IT, It’s yours FREE just 
for buying stereo tape cartridges you would want to own 
anyway. If not, return it and your membership is can- 
celled. You pay nothing and owe nothing. To take advan- 
tage of this fabulous new membership offer, complete 
the coupon and mail now. 


SEND NO MONEY — JUST MAIL 


| Stereo Tape Club of America 
8831 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif. 90069 
I Please accept my membership and send FREE Stereo- 


6.98 | matic 8-track tape cartridge player checked below: 


| HOME SYSTEM (speakers $29.95) 
HOME PLUG-IN (no speakers) 
AUTO SYSTEM (speakers $11.98) 
| Also send 6 cartridgés | am buying now to start 
membership. (Select 6 and print numbers below.) 


] 

a Be iL ] 
(aes susent| ieee 
| 


Bill me for these plus shipping and handling. | may 
pay in 3 monthly installments if | wish. lf not 100% 
Satisfied, | may return player and cartridges in 10 
| days and membership is cancelled. | owe nothing. 
] (Fil in all info. If military, use military address) 


Name Age 


I 
| Address 
| 


City. 
| Home Phone 
Credit References 


State 
Area Code 


Credit Card? (If any, check one): [] BankAmericard 
Diners Club 


| 
l 
| IF YOU WISH TO CHARGE 
| ABOVE ORDER TO CREDIT CARD, CHECK HERE. .L] 
] Military Only: Rank E- Serial # 

| Date of Discharge Length of Service 

I 

| 

I 


0 Master Charge (] Amer. Express 


Acct. # 


MY MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS; (check one) 

(OQ Popular [] Rock & Folk [) Show & Classical 
In addition to the 6 cartridges | am buying now to 
start membership, | agree to buy one a month for a 
year at reg. Club price plus postage and handling. 
(Albums you'll want anyway, thousands to choose.) 


SIGNATURE (REQUIRED) H971-PE 
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and be fostered by the government, which is 
looking for an alternative, or it will be put down 
bloodily. If it turns to violence—which is 
already happening—we'll end up with a 
retrenchment in an economic system which is 
doomed to collapse. Women have a part to 
play in all this, and I’m trying to excite women 
to the possibility of things they haven't thought 
of before. And to ask them, instead of being 
frightened, to feel the smell of adventure, the 
smell of new possibilities. 

Penthouse: Umpteen women are content and 
happy with their lives as mothers and house- 
wives. They will feel there is something lacking 
in them because they can’t share, or under- 
stand, these pressures for change. Don’t you 
risk ridding women of. a neurosis about 
inferiority and producing a new neurosis ? 
Greer: | see what you're getting at, and it's 
obviously true. The point of my book is to show 
how unfitted women are for the sort of partici- 
pation they have so far been offered. The 
conditioning is by and large successful. Mind 
you, it is unsuccessful in a much _ larger 
proportion of cases than people are prepared to 
admit. But there will always be women who, 
when forced by circumstances. into a freer 
situation, still will not be able to rid themselves 
of the dream of domesticity. Even the women 
who are getting it together have dreams about 
whether they ought to be wearing a gingham 
apron and calling the children in from the back 
yard. 

Penthouse: And you attribute this dream 
entirely to “conditioning” ? 

Greer: | cannot say what part of any personality 
is not a product of the cultural environment. We 
cannot imagine what an unconditioned human 
being would be like. It would be amazing to me 
if liberation sent women leaping about in the 
streets and celebrating. It's like opening the 
cage door—the canary dies of fright. It cannot 
understand what the whole means. All it sees is 
a break in its own world. What I'm trying to say 
is that the break is going to come whether 
women like it or not because the household 
cannot survive. So what are women going to 
do? Are they going to rush like lemmings into 
the sea or are they going to help men establish 
some sort of viable alternative ? It’s not even a 
question of neurosis. That makes it all too easy. 
Freud put his finger on the problem in Civi/iza- 
tion and its Discontents. Civilization costs an 
enormous price. Civilization is collective 
neurosis, which makes us all the same, or 
sufficiently alike to be able to live together. 
The neurosis we've got at the moment is the 
wrong one for the coming millennium and it’s 
cracking up. The household of our generation 
is tinier and more concentrated and more 
glutinous than it’s ever been before and less 
productive. 

Penthouse: Are you saying that the roles of 
men and women today are natural but need to 
be changed to cope with a new economic 
structure ? ' 

Greer: Natural is a funny word. It’s really not a 
descriptive word but a sort of moral word. | 
would say that what men and women are doing 
today is a perversion of something, or a version 
of something which could well be otherwise, 
and insofar as it’s not working terribly well 
perhaps it’s time we made it otherwise. Nothing 
in life is necessarily so. We can change it all. 
We can even change menstrual patterns. We 
have no idea, for example, how much the 
laboring brain is responsible for the patterns 
of menstruation as we know them. We know it’s 
a pretty psychosomatic phenomenon but we 
don't know very much more than that. The 
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way men and women behave now is inevitable, 
due to their inheritance of conditioning. But it’s 
also contingent, because it is dependent on 
inheritance or conditioning, so it can be 
changed. And it looks as if it had better be. 
Penthouse: What precise alternatives do you 
offer to women ? 

Greer: Well it’s not for me to offer any. It’s up 
to women to invent them. They've got to 
retrieve from the chaos the power of invention 
which they've lost. What sickens me most is 
that in almost all their political manifestations 
women have produced a feeble travesty of 
things done by other people. All they can do is 
imitate the working class and strike. Which is 
bullshit when you're not employed in productive 
activity. Or imitate the Negro and say: “I’m a 
woman and I’m proud”. That doesn't make 
sense either, because one of women’s principal 
disabilities is that they have been made The 
Beautiful Sex—quite mendaciously, since they 
are no more beautiful than the other sex. But they 
carry on their charades. If only women could 
invent something so that men could honestly 
say: ‘We never thought of that’’. If only, when 
a woman goes into government, like Mrs 
Castle when she became Britain’s Minister 
of Transport, she could be a better Minister of 
Transport than men but in the same way that 
men were. Instead what she does is use a little 
extra sexual blackmail and extort a little 
chivalry. The doublethink in that situation is 
vile. All | want is for women to do it another 
way. 

Penthouse: Surely you have some sugges- 
tions ? 

Greer: Well, withdrawal of labor is valid if 
women withdraw it from where it’s necessary. 
It's not necessary in the factory and she'd just 
be sacked. So you withdraw it in the home 
where it is absolutely essential. Then the 
children aren't fed and Dad can't go to work. 
But women won't do that—a tiny proportion 
of them might do it one day a year. They could 
walk right out—just leave it. But they won't do 
that. There are all sorts of things they can do, 
the simplest things in the world. Just upend 
the sexual taboos by appearing naked from the 
waist down on public occasions. It’s so easy. 
| mean, showing your tits is neither here nor 
there. But showing your cunt is another thing. 
It freaks everybody out. Because men have 
never really looked at it—and when they look 
at it they really don’t like it, you know. The 
hairy old mouth. 

Penthouse: You mean a mass display? It 
might be difficult on an individual basis. 
Greer: It can just be bared anywhere really. 
You could also build huge models of it and 
float them in the sky. Have them drip honey 
all over the city. Or indeed not even honey just 
... yoghurt. 

Penthouse: What would it achieve ? 

Greer: | don't know, do |? If | knew what it 
would achieve | wouldn't do it. | suppose it 
might bring a little knowledge. People might 
discover that women have a sexual organ and 
not a hole. Most men think women just have a 
hole—troops for the use of. 

Penthouse: If you think that’s how men think 
surely it’s women’s own fault ? 

Greer: No it isn’t, you see. Because the theory 
that women have no sexual organ is very well 
established. Most psychologists are still bred 
in the expectation that a woman’s sexuality 
becomes feminine only when it declines into 
passivity. But physiologically it’s not true. The 
sexuality of the adolescent girl is not male—it’s 
hers, it’s female. What happens when she 
becomes grown up is that she’s taught a sex 


role. If she cannot adapt to it she is branded as a 
neurotic, a fixate, a lesbian if you like—if she’s 
that lucky, and she finds that alternative escape. 
| have a great admiration for lesbians. Penis 
envy is the old term—wears trousers and likes 
to piss standing up and so on. Women are 
actually taught that normality is passivity. 
Women are said to hold the sexual purse 
strings—they are the ones who say no. Well, 
women say no because they've been taught 
ever since they were tiny to say no. Because 
that builds up the cash value of what they have 
between their legs. Virginity is nothing but it’s 
larded with value. It’s a hole full of gold coins. 
In some ghastly obscure country in the Middle 
East you're quite likely to be married with your 
cunt full of gold coins to make the point more 
explicit. It's so absurd. A woman thinks if she 
comes across easily she has strong sexual urges 
and she is going to be a slag. | live among 
musicians who are supposed to be the prophets 
of the new age and their sexual prejudice is so 
vile you wouldn't believe it. A chick digs 
someone enough to want to ball him and before 
she knows it she’s considered to be the property 


“of the group. And there are the prejudices that 


men have. To them there are slags and the 
others. And if one of “the others’ happens to 
be fucking someone else when they're supposed 
to be fucking you that makes them a slag and 
they're out. Girls are taught that boys will always 
try to fuck them, and what they've got to do is 
hold off. The longer they hold off the more the 
boys are going to want them. So when they're 
married they play the same bargain. But men 
have asked for it and now they don’t want it 
any more. The fantasy on which it is built, 
man’s favorite fantasy, is that he has an ever- 
rigid cock and an ever-surging sexual desire, 
and he needs a woman who is going to be 
equal to ‘it. Bullshit. It doesn't take him long 
living with women to discover he doesn’t have 
an ever-rigid cock and he hasn't got ever- 
present sexual desire. There are lots of times 
when he just wishes that somebody else would 
excite him instead of him always having to 
excite her—which gets to be a drag. Men are 
pleading to be released from this sexual duty. 
After all the insanities of the 1930s, after 
Lawrence and Hemingway and Miller—you 
know, all the great fuckers of literature, who 
were not such great fuckers in life from what | 
can gather from the women they actually did 
fuck—every man has begun to think: “Oh 
Christ, am | supposed to be like that?” Now 
he’s beginning to see that if we're going to be 
hypersexed people, as we ought to be—our 
level of sexuality in this society is very low, 
indeed we're all fairly impotent, which is why 
we need such constant titillation—if we're 
going to be sexy, then sex has to become 
exalted as an activity and be as important as 
French cooking at least. It’s a matter for using 
imagination and not just rolling on top and 
banging it in. If you read the fucks of Miller, 
Mailer or Hemingway with any cynicism, as 
women are apt to do, you'll see how much 
arrant fantasy there is there. 


Penthouse: Isn't it up to women themselves 
to establish their own sexuality and make men 
aware of it? 


Greer: But it takes so long. Girls are really 
frightened. The girls who aren't conditioned 
and frightened get treated so badly. Like Pam 
the Plater from Leicester, ‘‘the best known girl 
in town’’—all the other girls think: “Oh I'm so 
glad I’m not her”. And she has to tell herself a 
lot of lies every day to keep it together, to keep 
herself from going mad, to keep from killing 
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“Haag, she ascetically eschews th 
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“The American men are attractive in a very peculiar way... maybe it’s 
because they are so big and innocent and tough. | love Frank Sinatra 
—he symbolizes the kind of sophisticated, tough American I’m 
attracted to. I'd even like to meet an American gangster—but he'd 
have to be handsome.” So far, only Europeans have had the pleasure 
of Miss Renzen’s continued company. She is the official mascot of 
the Camel Cigarette racing team, and there are many men who would 
walk a mile to watch her present the trophies at international race 
meets. Away from the circuits, however, her hermitship prevails. 
She has very few boyfriends— “none that matter’’—and no 


Opposite (and center spread): Maureen wears a favorite wig. 
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girlfriends at all. “They’re too 
much trouble, too insecure 
and too jealous.” As for 
marriage, “Marriage is out. | 
simply don't believe in it, and 
though | want one child, just 
one, | shall refuse to marry 
just for the privilege of having 
him ethically. I’m very unsure 
about love—real, deep love. | 
don’t believe that it can last, 
and in the end all men revert 
to type—traitors! Why can’t 
people just live together as 
long as they like—as long as 
it makes them both happy? 
Surely that’s more natural and 
human than two. people 
whose lives are strangled by 
the bits of paper between 
them.” On sex: “It is beautiful 
and | adore it—but under the 
tight circumstances and with 
the right person. | believe in 
communicating with people 
and | love to be cuddled and 
petted like a cat. | don’t think 
it has to be done sexually to 
be nice. | just like being made 
warm and secure by people | 
like.” Maureen’s ultimate am- 
bition, when the contests 
have to stop, is to surround 
herself with those people by 
buying herself a coffee shop 
in Den Haag. At present, how- 
ever, she has continued her 
consummate career by ac- 
companying Publisher Bob 
Guccione on a TV press tour 
of the United States to pro- 
mote the U.S. edition’s anni- 
versary which, in accord with 
Miss Renzen’s anti-pot pre- 
judice, is a much _ better 
reason for switching on. 
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MISS MAUREEN.RENZEN/PENTHOUSE PET 


Michael Terry 


Just recently | made a request to the 
telephone people to have my number 
changed. It seems that whenever callers 
dialed wrong, they got me. Why me? 
I'd get guys with thick Hungarian 
accents asking if Igor was there or gum- 
snapping broads asking for Tammy or 
Terpsichore. | also trembled when 
raspy-throated gunman types ordered 
me to put Big Emil on the pipe and 
quick. And what about the kids asking 
if Joey can come out? 

“Sorry”, I'd say. “You got the wrong 
number.’ Just before they'd slam the 
receiver in my ear, they'd hurl all kinds 
of obscenities like it's MY fault they 
dialed wrong. It sort of gets to you after 
awhile. 

Last week | was watching the telly 
when the phone rings and | say hu//o. A 
bimbo says: “Put Brenda on _ the 
phone”. | look around. There’s no 
Brenda in my pad (unless she’s still 
flopped in the corner behind my sofa 


after last Saturday's party), so | say: 
“Brenda’s taking a douche.” 
Now | get threatening tones. ‘Hold it 


right there, Buster. Might | ask just who 
the hell you are?’ Nosy bitch, I’m 
thinking. “This is Louis’, | answer. Then 
| hold the phone six inches away from 
my ear. “LOUIS WHO ?”, she shouts. 
“WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING 
IN MY SISTER-IN-LAW’S APART- 
MENT ?” 


| say: “I’m a neighbor. | live across 
the hall.’ Then she hollers: “WHAT 
NUMBER IS THIS?” So | say: “What 
number do you want?” She says: 
“Regent 3-4356”. | say: “Yeah, you 


got the right number but don’t bother 
us for awhile. Me and: Brenda don't 
wanna be disturbed. And I’m gonna 
hang up because the window's open 


Benbody’s 
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and I’m standing here stark naked. | 
don’t wanna catch pneumonia.” Then | 
hear her holler something about some- 
body calling the cops. 

| return to my monster movie. Twenty 
minutes later the phone rings and | get 
an old lady with a crackley voice asking 
for a Mr. Quigley. ‘Mr. Quigley ?’’ | ask. 
“Haven't you heard? Why, the old 
gentleman died a week ago.” 

“The poor man!” she trembles, ‘What 
a pity. And only 87 years young. Who ts 
this speaking?” she asks. ‘I’m Harry, 
the janitor. I’m up here cleaning out the 
old man’s junk. Gotta paint the place 
before the new tenants move in.’ 

Then the old broad whispers: ‘Tell 
me, Harry. Do you... do you know if 
Mr. Quigley left a will?’ | visualize her 
cupping her hand over the mouthpiece 
and looking over her shoulder. So | 
say: “| couldn't tell you, lady. But you 
wouldn't believe all the stocks and 
bonds he had hidden behind the wall- 
paper. Mostly IBM and General Motors. 
He even had-a trunkful of $20 jumbo 
treasury notes issued during World War 
|. Never see them around anymore. 
Probably not worth anything. That goes 
for some of them mod-rin paintings | 
found in the closet.” It gets better as | 
go on. ‘| also found a bronze statue of a 
cowboy on a bucking bronco sculpted 
by a guy named Remington. That was 
worth dough. The Jjunkman gave me six 
bucks for it. And | came across a 


Guten-something bible.” | hold the 


receiver close to my ear. The old lady 
is gagging. Then she screams and 
hangs up. 

The following evening the phone 
jangles. “Is Lynn there?” So | say: 
“Who's calling 2 She says: “Olga.” | 
say: “Haven't you heard ? Lynn eloped 
with Norman Schwartz. They're on their 
way to Mexico to get married.” Olga 
says: “Since when can two guys get 
married 2?” This time / hang up. 

An hour later the phone rings again. 
“Is Gerald there?” It's a woman. She 
sounds like finishing-school. Then | say: 
“This is his roommate. Who's this 2?” She 
says: ‘His loving aunt. I've just returned 
from the Continent and have a two-day 
stopover in Chicago. I’ve been out of 
touch with Gerald for years. How /s my 
favorite nephew ?” 

| smile and say: “Too bad about 
Gerald. They finally caught him. Turned 
out he was the phantom rapist you 
probably read about. He really went for 
the Geritol set. Got them coming out of 
the Golden Age Clubs in and around 
Evanston, Wilmette and Skokie. Broke 
their arms and legs after he bagged them 
so they couldn't give chase. Stole their 
social-security checks, too. 

“And he put one victim in a laughing 
house for life. Poor woman. A great- 
grandmother to boot. But you might be 


able to visit Gerald in Joliet. | heard 
they made him a trustie.”’ 
The woman paused and _ quietly 


lowered the receiver on the cradle. | 
returned to my boob tube, eased back in 
my leather chair and chuckled. Then | 
got to thinking ... that old doll sounded 
familiar. Just like my rich aunt from 
Hawaii. 

Then it dawned on me. / haven't been 
called Gerald since | was a kid. Og 
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Paul Birkbeck 


Ai cieusly, men have severe ego 
problems when it comes to the ex- 
pression of their sexuality. As everyone 
seems to know today, especially if he 
reads the Freudian and Adlerian litera- 
ture, the average male identifies himself 
with his sacred penis, and thinks that if 
it is not inordinately large, supremely 
erectile, and enduringly adept, he'd 
better go hang his head, not to mention 
his genitals, in shame, and cop out of the 
sex game for some other kind of “manly” 
sport—say, cross-country running or 
taking big stock-market risks. The male 
ego, or lack thereof, presents one devil of 
a ‘‘sex”’ problem, but what of the female 
ego? Do women, too, rate themselves 
in terms of their sexual prowess? Do 
they have as much, or in some ways 
even a little more, trouble as have men ? 
And if so, what can be done, especially 
by their male partners, to help them ? 

Let me try to answer some of these 
important questions. | shall start with 
the case of Susan B., a 22-year-old 
Vargas-type beauty, engaged to be 
married to a very solid young man whom 
she says she really loves. He satisfies 
her in almost every way, and (she 
stoutly holds) she would be utterly 
distraught if he left her. Nonetheless, 
she is idiotically carrying on two other 
affairs while going with him, and is 
doing so in such a manner that he is 
already suspicious and will probably 
find out at any moment. Thus, she stays 
all night with her lovers at their apart- 
ments, and has no good excuse to offer 
when her boyfriend calls, finds she is 
not home at 3:00 a.m., and later asks 
her where she has been. She also some- 
times breaks dates with him at the last 
moment, to go off with one of her lovers, 
and again has no good reason for doing 
so. 

Susan, like many other people, has 
what we psychologists call low frustra- 
tion tolerance. She cannot bear—or 
thinks she cannot bear—to be frustrated. 
Wanting her fiancé and finding that she 
also wants another man, she strongly 
feels that she should be able to have 
both. So she petulantly arranges to have 
both—to her own later detriment and 
to the peril of her main, and supposedly 
much more important, relationship. 

But this is not all. Susan also has a 
severe ego problem. Though beautiful 
and bright, she thinks that she must 
continually prove herself to others, 
particularly to attractive males. The fact 
that her fiancé indubitably cares for her 
and wants to marry her is of some value 
to her; but, like all good things one gets 
used to, she tends to edit out some of 
this value and to take his caring for 
granted. So she breaks dates with 
her fiancé and goes out with new males 
—each of whom she goes with for 
a while, then unceremoniously drops 
when she is quite sure of A/m—and 
thereby “proves” to herself that she is 
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really a desirable person. 

As a bonus, she also “proves” that her 
fiancé keeps accepting her poor excuses 
for breaking dates with him and for 
disappearing on all-night stands with 
other males, and that therefore he ¢ru/y 
continues to adore her. If she acted well 
with him and he cared for her, she would 
probably tell herself, “Oh, he only likes 
me because of my good behavior. 
Anyone could easily like me for that!” 
But if she acts badly and he st/// main- 
tains a keen interest in her, then she 
concludes, “He really likes me_ for 
myself. lama fine person |" 

All Susan's observable advantages, 
therefore, are not enough for her. She 
has to, in her own head, be super-great, 
super-loved; and she arranges this by 
her risky behavior with her fiancé. 
Using the rational-emotive system of 
psychotherapy which! and my associates 
at the Institute for Advanced Study in 
Rational Psychotherapy in New York 
City generally employ, | am trying to 
show Susan that she doesn’t have to 
‘“orove’’ herself or her inordinate “value” 
to others. It's nice, it's desirable, if her 
fiancé (and her other lovers) care for her; 
but it’s hardly necessary. She can still 
fully accept herself—that is, choose to 
live and to find out what is enjoyable to 
her—even if they don't worship her 
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120%. In fact, she can choose to exist 
and to enjoy even if she appeared ugly 
and acted stupidly much of the time; 
though, with such disadvantages, she 
might well then acquire fewer enjoy- 
ments than with the advantages she 
actually has. But she doesn’t need to be 
perfect; and she doesn’t have to have 
every attractive male she meets adore 
her. 

Susan is not having an easy time 
learning this new philosophy of life. She 
has a strong tendency—as most of us 
have—to believe that she must win the 
undying love of others in order to accept 
and choose herself. She has also un- 
wittingly reinforced this tendency over 
the years: by falsely convincing herself, 
when she succeeds with a new boy- 
friend or succeeds in retaining her 
fiancé’s love in spite of her treating him 
poorly—that she therefore /s a fine 
person; and by equally falsely convin- 
cing herself, when she fails with a male 
or with her fiancé, that she is a shit. She 
likewise accepts the ego ratings of other 
significant people in herlife—her parents, 
her friends, and her coworkers—that she 
is good when she has good traits and 
that she 7s bad when she has bad traits. 
So Susan strongly persists in her ego- 
raising and ego-damning propensities. 
But she is coming along. At a recent 
psychotherapy session, she said : 

“You know, a strange thing happened 
to me the other day, and | think it had 
something to do with our conversations. 
| was with Jud, the lover | started up 
with a couple of weeks ago, and we had 


intercourse and | liked it so much that | 
decided to stay with him all night, even 
though my fiancé, Herb, was sure to 
call me at home and find out | wasn’t 
there. But then Jud said he was very 
tired and had to get up early, and that 
he couldn't sleep too well with me in the 
bed, so he practically threw me out of 
his apartment. Ordinarily, | would have 
thought, ‘Goddamn! He really only 
wants me for my tits and for the passion- 
ate way | went down on him. Now that 
he’s come, he wants to get rid of me. 
What aslob | am!’ But | convinced my- 
self, instead: ‘That's A/s choice. Maybe 
he really /s tired. And even if he mainly 
wants me sexually, that hardly makes 
me a slobbish person. So I'll just go 
home and see if he calls me soon again.’ 
So | left, a little sorrowfully but not 
upset. And then, when Herb called me 
at home a little later, | cheerfully ans- 
wered and tolc myself: ‘See! Even if he 
likes me, this time, because |’m a ‘“‘good 
girl” who is home on schedule and not 
running around with someone else, 
that’s all right. | don't have to get him to 
like me in spite of my poor behavior. 
Let him like me because | am acting 
well. | don’t have to prove anything by 
doing the wrong thing and st/// winning 
his approval.” 

So Susan is learning. She's beginning 
to do things, sexual and otherwise, 
because she really wants to do them, 
and not because she fas to impress 
others. She is becoming Susan-centered 
instead of ego-centered. 

Joy L., who was in one of my regular 
psychotherapy groups a while ago, had 
a little different ego problem. Joy cared 
for her husband and her two young 
children, but found sex with him un- 
exciting. He had little’ sensuality, but 
liked to get down to intercourse with a 
minimum of love play. He actively copu- 
lated for no more than a minute or two 
before orgasm, which was not terribly 
satisfying to her. And, though he was a 
good husband and father, and they got 
on splendidly nonsexually, he just didn’t 
send her sexually, and she was certain 
that he never would. 

Though Joy had many opportunities 
for extramarital affairs, and her husband 
even moderately encouraged her to have 
some (for he was aware of her sexual 
dissatisfaction, and was afraid that she 
might leave him if she remained pereni- 
ally unsatisfied), she never dared to 
take up any of her would-be lovers. 
Why? Because, she told the group: 
“I'm really not sure about Ron. He says 
he wouldn't mind, and that in some 
ways he would even be relieved if | had 
a lover; but | just don’t know. I’m sure 
that he would be displeased. And | 
couldn't stand that. Besides, | know 
that I’m quite good, sexually, for Aim. 
He never has any trouble getting it up, 
practically in a second, and he utterly 
enjoys screwing me. In fact, that’s why, 


he says, he comes so fast—because it's 
always so immensely enjoyable to him. 
And even though, in one way, | don’t 
like that at all, | really do. Because | know 
that my body is for him, and that it'll 
probably always be that way.” 

“But don't you think that other men 
would enjoy you, too?” one of the 
other girls in the group asked. 

“Oh, | don’t know,” Joy replied. “‘| 
guess so. But I’ve had other men before, 
and | know how they really feel. At first, 
they get it up easily and come quickly. 
But after a while—like the one,| had 
just before | met Ron—they hardly even 
seem to want to screw much. And when 
they do, they last forever—in fact, often 
too damned long. Not to mention the 
amount of cocksucking they need to 
begin with. It's often a drag! They do it 
because they think they have to, to 
please me. But Ron wents to—even 
though he’s not very good at it. And | 
feel so great, when | know that he wants 
to and when | know that | excite him so 
much.” 

“And would you feel like a turd,” a 
male in the group asked, “if some other 
male were impotent with you ?” 

“Would |! Boy, | certainly would! 
There was another man | had an affair 
with, about a year before | met Ron. He 
was very intelligent and nice; and he 
seemed to like me a lot. But he failed to 
get an erection about three out of four 
times. He kept saying that he knew he 
had a problem, and was very anxious, 
and that’s why he failed. But | felt it must 
have been me. | don't look that good 
undressed, you know. My breasts are 
small and my hips are too large. Ron 
doesn't seem to mind at all. But I’m sure 
that this other, this impotent one, did. 
And | just couldn't stand that kind of 
turn-off. Ugh!—I don’t want even to 
remember it !”’ 

The therapy group and | persisted. We 
kept showing Joy that it was nice, and 
even important, that her husband, Ron, 
lust after and enjoy her as much as he 
did ; but that it was hardly a//-important. 
Besides, even if his holding her in high 
sexual esteem was flattering, it was 
hardly doing her much good physically : 
since he was only a fair-to-middling 
lover and she obtained little but ego 
gratification from having sex with him. 
It was that, her paltry ego or self-rating, 
that she was making so utterly sacred. 

As for other men, some of them, 
certainly, would be no more adequate 
for her than her husband would be: and 
that was regrettable. But why, again, 
did she have to down her ego, her self, 
because they had various kinds of sex 
tastes or problems? Why, in fact, did 
she have to attach her ego, in any way, 
to a male's sexual performance (or lack 
thereof) ? It hardly made her sexually 
adequate if her husband was easily 
aroused and satisfied by her; it mainly 
meant something about Aim. And it 


didn't make her physically or otherwise 
inept if some men failed to be potent 
with her; it mainly meant something 
about them. She could be exactly the 
way she was with both her husband and 
the other men; and, obviously, they 
ranged quite widely in their reactions to 
her. Well, was this her problem or theirs ? 

Joy’s goal, the group and |! kept 
pointing out, would better be her own 
maximum enjoyment. Oddly enough, 
her husband was permitting her just that: 
since, on the one hand, he showed some 
amount of sexual (and nonsexual) 
appreciation of her; and, on the other 
hand, he was willing to let her have 
affairs as well. So sexually (as one witty 
member of the group remarked) she 
could have her cock and eat it—if only 
she stopped the ego nonsense and 
refrained from making her sex-love life 
conterminous with her self-rating. 

Joy at first was not convinced; for 
ego-bolstering dies hard and lots of 
people would rather unfuck themselves 
than fuck others. But after a number of 
therapy sessions, she finally seemed to 
get what the group members were 
driving at. She came in to report: 

“I'm beginning to see what you mean. 
| tried getting Ron to do something more 
for me than he usually does. He got very 
hot, last Tuesday night, and wanted to 
screw after only about a minute of fore- 
play, but for the first time | stopped him. 
‘Look,’ | said, ‘that’s fine for you, but it’s 
only going to leave me hung up. Now, 
you either work on me with your fingers 
first, until I’m really sizzling, so that | 
can have an orgasm with you; or else 
satisfy yourself quickly and then give it 
to me, until | really come, with your 
fingers or tongue. Take your choice!’ 
Much to my surprise, he took it nicely, 
spent about 15 minutes warming me up, 
and then screwed me violently for about 
a half-minute. But that was enough, this 
way, and | came beautifully.” 

“See!” said another girl in the group, 
who had previously had sex problems 
with herown husband buthad laboriously 
worked them through. “‘l’ve been telling 
you that you could hold your ground 
and doit! See!” 

“Yes, | was surprised,” said Joy, “and 
| thought of you, Sandra, at the time. 
But it worked! Then | decided to do 
another thing that you and the group 
have been after me about. | told Ron that 
| still wanted to try other men, even 
though we were doing better together 
sexually. | wanted to see if he really 
would take it well; and, somewhat to 
my surprise again, he did. So | went out 
one night and picked up a man—quite 
an interesting man, | must say—at one 
of the neighborhood bars. We talked for 
quite a while, and then | went to his 
place. | was afraid, as usual, that he was 
not going to be very potent with me, and 
as it turned out he wasn't. He said that 
he was often this way when he first met 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 92 
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Doremus had his own ways to find reality, 
to make real life seem real. He liked to 
make bets, but he chose his partners rather 
carefully. They were not the sort of bets 
you wanted many people to know about. 


Fiction by Herb Gold 


THE 
BURDEN 


The man with blue pouched eyes, known as‘‘the 
Philosopher’ was much too old for his real 
occupation. His occupation was to sit drinking 
coffee all day long at the Mediterraneum Cafe 
just off campusin Berkeley, California. Yearsback, 
it was said, he had been a philosophy student, 
then an instructor, then the usual troubles with 
girl students; afterwards he had run a bookshop 
and a record shop and in both cases there 


were mysterious failures. Since the war, he had just sat in one 
coffee house or another, talking. He had a stock of wit and 
pedantry which lasted for about a generation of students. 
When it was run through, like a programmed course of study, 
he could start on a new group. He commuted between a 
cottage in the Berkeley hills and the smoky, noisy, rabid cafes. 
Bald, plump and slyly smiling, he seemed to have enough 
money to survive. In recent years, his memory of philosophy 
and literary jokes had wearied him. The wars, marches, and 
demonstrations of Berkeley had never found him partisan. 
He had other ways to find reality, to make real life seem real. 
He liked to make bets. He chose the partners for his bets 
rather carefully. They were not the sort of bets you wanted 
many people to know about. 

Ronnie Lief, on whom the. philosopher—Doremus—had 
spent 20 dollars’ worth of espresso during the past months, 
was a graduate student in philosophy, bored and melancholic, 
owlish behind his black horn glasses, wanting to find his way 
in the world and wondering if there were a way. Sex and 
money were not the way, he knew that, although he desired 
both. He needed an effort, a risk; he needed to use his wits. 
He had already spent a season with SNNC and a year with 
the Peace Corps, but still, aged 24 and back on campus, he 
had not found his way. There was a lust in his fiber to 
engage himself, not simply to do good. He realized that there 
was also a grain of sour self-love in this passion. 

Doremus found him a perfect subject for his bet. He 
approached the subject of the bet cautiously, talking around 
it slowly, taking his time. When he had awakened Ronnie’s 
interest, he then headed straight for the target, humming as he 
explained, as if it were a speech he knew by heart. Around 
them at the Mediterraneum Cafe the other coffee drinkers 
sang to their companions their own songs—lust, hope, 
vanity, fear. Each awaited his turn to speak. The espresso 
machine whistled and hissed. 

The philosopher called his game ‘Baseball’, but it was a 
very different sport. It involved touching four bases without 
being tagged. The reward would be $10,000. The bases, all 
across the Bay in San Francisco, would be Enrico’s Coffee 
House, the offices of the San Francisco Chronicle, the 
Japanese Tea Garden in Golden Gate Park, and the Fun 
House at Ocean Beach. According to the rules of the game, 
the winner had to do them all in one day. To make it interest- 
ing, complicated, and fair—for one could reach all those 
places in perhaps an hour and a half—he had to pause and 
dwell a while in each spot. And he would have to carry a 
cumbersome burden which Doremus would supply. The 
burden would be a girl Doremus happened to know. She was 
one of those girls who liked to commit suicide for love. Only 
this one had made a mistake—she died. Her body, minus the 
soul, was waiting in the morgue for this trip with Ronnie. 
Agreed ? 

It turned out, oddly enough, that Doremus meant in the 
open air what he said in the air of espresso. He put up the 
money and deposited it in a joint account in the names of 
Doremus and Ronnie. He introduced Ronnie to the girl 
where she waited in the refrigeration room of a private 
hospital which specialized in diseases of the eye. “What do 
you mean she died for love 2” Ronnie demanded. 

“She died of near-sightedness. Aggravated astigmatism 
with strobismic complications. What do you care? You can 
have enough money to put a cushion under the remainder of 
your twenties, or if you choose—Man has something like free 
will, | think—one year of unusually good living for a graduate 
student in Berkeley.” 

“That's serious,’ said Ronnie. 

“Then let us be serious,”’ said Doremus. 

He knew what he was doing. The act of handling the 
money, putting it in the bank, seeing his name on the 
deposit slip, had already committed Ronnie to trying to take 
possession. The difficulty of the proposal made it more 
attractive. He wanted. 
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He stood shivering in the private hospital’s morgue. She 
looked as if she were sleeping—a blonde girl of about 18, 
eyes closed and face waxen in her last sleep. Ronnie 
yawned. It was a yawn of pure terror. “Nothing contagious,” 
Doremus said. ‘No one knows she’s here except... She was 
a stranger in town.” He was grinning to himself and to the 
still, frozen body. **...in aworld she never made.’ 

“God, this looks like trouble.” She was wrapped in a sheet. 
If the sheet had simply been laid over her, it would have 
looked like death. The sheet was tucked about her in a way 
that suggested lust and a special fanatic care. A spot of 
moisture glistened on the place where, had she been alive, a 
pulse would have beat in her throat. 

“God, trouble,” said Ronnie. 

Doremus smiled and touched his arm. ‘‘l’ve lived all these 
years, he said, “without serious trouble. If you get in 
trouble because of this, | do too, and lots of it. | don’t want 
that. | can’t gain anything. You can.” 

“What?” Ronnie asked stupidly, staring at the girl. 

“What can you gain ? Try to remember.” 

Ronnie was putting out his arms to accept the burden. 


Ronnie sat outdoors on the terrace at Enrico’s Coffee House, 
the gas heaters reflecting full upon him and _ perspiration 
clouding his glasses although it was a cool and damp 
morning. He was one of the first to take morning coffee 
there; the lunchtime crowd would not come chattering 
through for another hour. Inside, the proprietor, in Basque 
beret and sailing costume, was sitting with some friends. One 
had a guitar. They were headed for a day on the Bay. 

“Taking your rugs to be cleaned, Sir?” asked the waiter. 

“Yes.” 

“Uh. You couldn't have left them in the car ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Uh. Kind of uncomfortable—peculiar carrying rugs around 
with you when you have your Bottomless Cup of Enrico’s 
Special Roast, isn’t it, Sir 2” 

The waiter tried the long bundle at Ronnie’s feet with his 
toe. Ronnie felt sick. The bundle did not move. ‘‘Well, the 
crowdis alittle late today, so | guess you can leave it here.” 

The bundle, wrapped first in a sheet, then in a thick sack, 
and finally in an old rug, lay curled on the floor of the terrace 
of Enrico’s. It was accepted. Policemen, beatniks, decorators, 
strolled by. Italian loafers, reading their papers, ambled past. 
Ronnie had coffee plus rye toast and butter and marmalade. 
“Another splash 2” said the waiter. ‘’A little solashy-kins 2?” 

When Ronnie was finished, he left a bill on his plate. He 
decided not to wait for change. The waiters were watching, 
grinning, as he shouldered the long, flopping weight. He 
thought he could feel her arms about him. He thought he 
could feel her legs cleaving to him. But no, she was wrapped 
too tightly. Yes, he could feel them through the burlap and 
the sheet, but only because he knew what was there. When 
he took a step, it was almost as if she sighed and shifted 
with him. 

“Never too late for spring cleaning, eh, Sir?” called one of 
the waiters. The others grinned at his joke. It was November. 
That was why he was a waiter instead of a rich man—such 
jokes, waiter jokes. Not a future rich man like Ronnie Lief. 

Ronnie staggered under the burden to his car, a Volks- 
wagen convertible. There was a ticket on it. Well, a $5 ticket. 
Part of business expenses. But it seemed odd that, near as it 
was to where he sat on the terrace, he hadn't noticed the cop 
writing the ticket. Which meant that he was busy with his 
problem. He opened the back door and folded his sack into 
the back seat. He put the ticket on the seat next to him. He 
got in. The waiter came running toward him. ‘Sir! Sir!’’—his 
soft waiter’s belly spilling out over the tight waiter’s pants— 
“Wait asec, Sir!” 

The steady street crowd of Broadway in North Beach 
turned its eyes on this waiter chasing this customer. 

“You didn’t mean to leave me a tenner, did you, Sir ?” 
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Ronnie apologized for his mistake. He thought: Get hold. 
He couldn't afford to keep making mistakes that called 
attention to himself. It is hard to be anonymous while 
carrying about the city the body of a dead girl in a sack. But 
still, he shouldn't make a display of himself. 

“Hell, it’s the glare,” he said. ‘Il forgot my sunglasses.” 

The waiter stood with a smile on his face, expecting a tip, 
while Ronnie took back the tenner, reached for a dollar bill, 
fumbled and figured. The waiter was peering into the 
automobile. Ronnie wanted to yell; a scream of fright was 
building up in him, encased in the armor of perspiration 
which fitted round him, under his clothes. He handed the 
waiter the money. The waiter said sweetly, “Thank you, 
thank you. Your sunglasses, there they are on the front seat.” 

“That's right,’ said Ronnie. 

“And Sir?” He pointed with. the hand still holding the 
green dollar bill into the back seat where the burden in 
burlap lay curled. “A little car like this—you break the carpet 
if you fold it up like that, just throw it in there.” 

“That's all right.” Ronnie was holding himself down as if he 
were a balloon ready to fly. He was tugging and pulling at the 
guide ropes as the balloon, like a live thing, sought to flee 
into the sky. 

“You know carpet breaks, don't you? | used to be in 
interior decoration. The nap breaks. If you fold it along the 
seams, that’s bad enough, but it breaks just jagged, you 
know, Sir?” 

“That's all right, thank you.” 

“Thank you for the tip. | try to be nice, so people are nice to 
me. | used to be a decorator, in decorating, before | had my 
trauma.” 


boy 2’ the old man asked. 

“Just looking.” 

The old editor gazed with dull eyes at the burden slung 
over Ronnie’s shoulders. ‘“Goddam executives,” he said. 
“They get the carpet, but we get the piles. | have to supply my 
own cushions to sit on. Air cushion | use—blow it up once a 
week. You a member of the Teamsters ?’’ He rushed on 
without waiting for an answer. ‘Crooks, goddam crooks, but 
at least they watch out for the men. The goddam frontpage 
union wants us to get paid in psychic income, but | got to buy 
creams, no-itch sauce, a spare tire for my chair—ouch, it 
hurts, 42 years sitting like that, brother.” 

Ronnie, sweating under his load, tried to express sympathy. 

“That pretty heavy 2?” the old man said with satisfaction. 
“Course, you're young and need exercise. | grew up before a 
fellow needed a 50 mile hike to get into condition. We 
fished, hunted, lived close to nature...” 

The elevator door opened and the conversation was closed. 
The copy editor limped out without finishing his sentence. 
He was used to stories cut off in the prime. He was used to 
rapid and brutal editing. 

Ronnie marched about the city room with the swinging 


-load suddenly light, temporarily light on his back. He caught 


sight of Doremus just standing, looking at a bulletin board. 
Yes, he had made it so far. Doremus was keeping tabs. 

And then it happened. A tap on his shoulder. “What you 
doing up here ?” It was an office boy. 

“Carpet for Mr. Caen’s office.” 

“You're on the wrong floor.” 

“Oh. Oh, I’m sorry. Which flooris Mr. Caen on 2” 

The office boy stood marvelling at the idiocy of a man who 


For an instant Ronnie considered killing himself 
but then he knew what the man was talking about... 
He looked over the burden and there was 
the dim shape of a foot 


Ronnie was getting into the car. He felt somehow unsafe 
leaving the street side. It was as if the waiter might reach in 
and touch the burden. He started the car, but the waiter still 
stood there, smiling and wanting to be asked about his 
trauma. “Oh, but | see it isn’t just a carpet. You work for 
|. Magnin, don't you ? Resort clothing ? Isn't that where | met 
you ? Because | see her leg sticking out.” 

Ronnie shot the automobile forward. For an instant he 
considered killing himself, but just for an instant. Then he 
knew what the man was talking about. He pulled to the side 
of the road and looked over the burden. There was the dim 
shape of a foot, a foot clubbed by its insulation of plastic and 
burlap. The waiter had thought. it a display dummy of a 
woman. He would not have smiled like that otherwise. He 


~ would not have stood so affably talking. He would not have 


felt so safe. 

Ronnie sat hunched over the wheel, trying to remember if 
he had given himself away in his panic. No. The waiter was 
trying to make a friend. He was used to being turned down. 
The smile would fade; another man had been rude to him. 
And aman who worked in window display. A man to whom 
he had shown good faith by returning his tenner. That 
waiter would have a bad day, just feeling put down and all. 
Poor nervous waiter-boy. 


Next stop was the City Room of the San Francisco Chronicle. 
The suspicious, stomach-bothered rewrite men lay piled 
behind their desks and their copy paper. Ronnie felt like a 
dead man. He carried his burden in a roll into the elevator and 
rode up with an aging copy editor who really did wear a green 
eyeshade and garters on his sleeves. “Whatcha staring at, 


would carry such a load into a building without knowing 
exactly where he was going. He gazed at Ronnie with the 
contempt of a smart man for a dumb one. Here was this 
moron carrying this load of carpet, just wandering around... 
“Stupidity won't kill you,” he said, “but it'll make you sweat 
alot.” 

Then he told him where to find Herb Caen’s office. 

Ronnie took the elevator down. There was a ticket on his 
Volkswagen. The meter maid who had just finished writing It 
waved cheerfully at him as she rode away on her motorized 
tricycle. Ronnie lay his burden on the back seat. He put the 
ticket in his pocket. He wondered whether this was America, 
he was Ronnie Lief, this was the world. Absolutely focussed 
on his task, nothing had reality to him. He was in a state of 
excitement, hope, and terror that perhaps men know in 
combat—now he understood it. He was covered with a thick 
slime of sweat, but it smelled sweet to him, gloriously en- 
raged and sugary, the sweat of some other desperate person 
who dwelled within his calm pretense. He was ready for 
anything now. 

Odd that he hadn't earlier thought: How to prove he had 
fulfilled his part of the bargain? Well, he believed Doremus. 
Doremus would have believed him. 

And besides, Doremus was keeping track personally. As a 
philosopher, he believed in big ideas. And he was also 
practical. He tended to keep track. He wanted to see if men 
were ready for large risks. Animals don’t bet; they don’t take 
these abstract chances with their lives. Only men play so 
seriously. Doremus was keeping track. 


The Japanese Tea Garden. This little spot of Japanese folklore 
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in Golden Gate Park crawled with an antheap swarm of 
tourists, children, lovers, strollers, park perverts and poets, 
dreamers, guards, guides, souvenir peddlers. It was not 
exactly the place for Zen peace. There were rocks, fish, 
plants, trees, pagodas, hooked bridges, and boxes of pop- 
corn. Having parked his automobile and slung his burden over 
this shoulder, Ronnie Lief headed through the gate. The 
burden clung to him; he felt an arm down his back, dangling 
and stroking with the rhythm of his stride. The arm, not loose, 
still hung loosely within its bonds. It seemed inhibited, but it 
stroked and clung. 

He waited on the gravel path for a group of tourists with 
marked: lapels to pass. ‘Northern California Optometry 
Assoc.” said their tags, and the women all wore hats. 

“Lookit the boy carrying fortune cookies,” one giggled, 
pointing to him. “That's quite a load of cookies you got there, 
boy,” she said. 

“Shh,” said her husband. ‘They don’t eat fortune cookies 
in Japan.” 

“You trying to tell me ?” 

“China,” he answered stubbornly. 

“Well, what part of China is Japan in?” she wanted to 
know. “| sa/d the Orient, didn't |? You think | never read Life 
orsomething ? Little yellow bastards.” 

“Okay, Fern,’ said her husband. 

They let Ronnie by. 

He circled the garden as if looking for the place to spread a 
bit of carpet. Walking on green. No Doremus visible. But he 
was surely watching. Looking at flowers, stones, wet stones, 
ferns. 


suddenly under the weight; his foot had fallen asleep. A kid 
ran forward. ‘’No!” he cried. 

“Ho ho ho,” came an answering cry. For the first time he 
noticed the amplified roar and laughter of the Fun House. 
“Ho ho ho, hee hee hee.’ A huge pink and orange plastic 
dummy, mouth open, teeth showing, tongue protruding, 
turned and turned at the door. There were no customers. There 
were a few kids loitering. Ronnie carried his burden to the 
ticket window. 

“One,” he said. 

“Closing,” said the girl with the roll of tickets, putting her 
gum in a piece of Kleenex as deliberately as if she were 
saving it for opening tomorrow. 

“| came all the way out for the Fun House !" 

She looked at him in amazement. She felt amazement. She 
expressed her amazement: “Yeah ?” 

“Let me in for just a minute !”” 

“Closing,” she said. “Weekends we're open late. This ain’t 
aweekend.”’ Aclang of bars. 

“Wait!” Ronnie reached in his pocket, balancing the carpet 
roll on his back, and pulled out a $5 bill. “I'll buy a bunch of 
tickets,” he said. “| came out here because... because... | 
heard this was a great Fun House.” 

She unwrapped her gum and put it back in her mouth. 
“You don't look crazy, Mister,” she observed, ‘’so I'll take 
your money. But Jeez.” 

Ronnie entered the Fun House Maze. He expected horrors, 
swinging howls, gates, lurching skeletons, shrieks and chill 
blasts of air. But for a moment there was silence, and before 
his eyes as he staggered under the burden, he saw a vision of 


And Ronnie was saying ‘Don't, don't!’ 
as Doremus pulled out a small nubby revolver and 
amid the roar of the surf and the futile backward 
lurch of the policeman shot him dead 


And out like a fool making $10,000 an easy, a much too 
difficult way. 

Now the last place—the Fun House at Ocean Beach. He 
was beginning to grow familiar habits on this endless day. 
The weight hanging from his shoulder—a habit. The fear—a 
habit. The weight seemed almost warm to him now, living, 
though of course that was the slime of exertion and anxiety 
which coated him and protected him against the world. He 
carried a shield of fear. He was a*man on the job. He was 
thinking ahead. He was not just drifting with the current. 

Ronnie found himself straining forward, hunched against 
the wheel as he drove out Geary Boulevard toward the faded 
Luna Park which still idly lived off pennies and quarters at the 
end of San Francisco which pointed into the long Pacific surf 
and, beyond, toward Hawaii, Japan, and odd tag ends of 
wars and revolutions. He was living operationally now, not 
just drifting. He had declared his own war. He was not 
dreaming of the money to come. He was acting within the 
problem. It felt good: risk was also a habit. Despite the body 
jouncing against him, wrapped in a rug, Ronnie Lief felt like 
a man with a good job to do. The short winter day was 
ending. Abruptly the sun had disappeared and the ocean fog 
was sweeping in through the Golden Gate. First one car in the 
row of traffic put on its headlights ; then everyone followed ; 
and there was an odd winter parade, almost like commuters 
in an eastern city—San Francisco’s momentary parody of the 
difficult weather and times of New England or the Middle 
West. 

Ronnie parked the car and, now an expert at managing the 
peculiar heft and shape, heaved the carpet roll out onto his 
back. A few curious Negro kids watched him, used to 
enterprises with little profit for them or anyone. He staggered 
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the sweet bay of San Francisco from the wooden steps 
leading down from Telegraph Hill—crumbling painted steps, 
fishermen’s gardens, the blue, blue water and, beyond, across 
the stretch of water, the diamond-windowed town of 
Berkeley. But then the girl pulled the crank and the machinery 
of purchased fright went into action. Ronnie strolled through 
as if he were examining the works of a watch. Child's play, 
childishness. He was Carrying the corpse of a girl on his back. 
Why should he fret over Hallowe’en tricks ? 

His shoulder ached. His forearm ached from the burden. 
His heart hurt and there was confusion in his brain. But then 
he thought the magic words: Ten thousand dollars. And felt 
much, much better. He was perhaps $9,000 into it. Just a 
little further to go. Ten thousand would wash him, cool him, 
rest him. Yes, be calm. 

Out the other end of the Fun House with a farewell to the 
paper ghosts, the plastic zombies, the electric and neon 
midnight riders. 

Ha-ha-ha, ho-ho-ho, the electronic voice roared after him. 
Ronnie imagined it coming from the gum-chewing caverns 
of the girl at the door. The abrupt darkness of an oceanside 
stretch of empty land had invaded the evening. It was dusk; 
soon it would be night. The shadow gleam of a moon was 
rising over the city. There were just the last slivers of blaze, 
sun reflected into sky, reflected into windows, and then these 
too were extinguished. 

Ronnie started onto the highway toward the beach. There 
was the wide road to cross, and a stretch of bending, yellow, 
salt-poisoned grassy dune, and then the beach and the 
ocean and he could let go his burden. He took the first of his 
final steps. He was leaving the Fun House roar behind him. A 
hand clasped imperatively against his back. 


Caught. 

He turned, worn out, submissive, ready to give up, 
relieved. He had never known such fatigue. The fantasy of 
cash was over. Let them try to figure out how to punish him 
now ; give others the burden. 

It was the girl from the Fun House cash cage. “Yuh 
satisfied ?” she asked. “Yuh got what you want ?” 

“You," he said. 

“Listen,” she said, ‘‘yuh want to go get a bottle of Squirt 
with me 2” : 

“No,” he said, “I’m tired, I've got—"’ 

“Yuh got work to do, but you stop to see the Fun House ? 
You pay good money for that crap, and yuh don’t want to 
drink a bottle of Squirt with me ?” 

He was exhausted. “No,” he said. 

She shook her head in amazement. ‘This town,” she said. 
“They told me,” she said. “They told me, but they should of 
warned me. They warned me, but they should of really told 
me. It’s full of queers.” 

“Okay,” Ronnie said submissively, turning with his bending 
burden. 

Queer!’ she called after him. She started to cry. ‘Queer, 
hey, queer! Hey listen, I'll give you your money back, come 
and drink a bottle of Squirt with me 2’”’ She waited. He paused 
at the edge of the highway. “Hey, yuh hear me? | won't call 
you queer no more, you drink a bottle of Squirt with me, 
okay ?” 

He started onto the highway. There was very little traffic. 

A high thin shriek followed him. “Yuh don’t appreciate 
what |’d do for you!" Ho ho ho, hee hee hee... ."'\'d try to do 
for you, Queer!” 

Ronnie tried to think: There are some peculiar people in 
this world. But then he thought it a dangerous idea, and 
refused to entertain it further. He tried to think instead : Poor 
lonely mountain girl, she has no sense of the sophistication of 
our time. The thought continued: Cut off as she is from the 
currents of history at her Fun House on the shore of the 
Pacific... 

He dodged around a slow-moving hotrod, thinking : Ocean, 

And sure enough, there across the stretch of littered sand. 
with fallen stars of plastic cups shining upon a firmament of 
beach in the sudden dark, lay the ocean. The twin bridged 
lights of a freighter headed out toward the distant heap of the 
Farallone Islands. And beyond, Hawaii and Waikiki and 
girls to spend $10,000 on. And beyond them, Japan and the 
peculiar pleasures of Yokohama. Despite the ache in his 
shoulders, Ronnie felt almost light-hearted. Hehad carried this 
burden rolled up in a carpet so long now. And there it was, 
ready to slip into the ocean, and he could follow in due time, 
as he liked, first class de luxe. 

He trudged across the beach. He staggered. It was indeed 
heavy after all, despite his positive thoughts. Ankles slipping 
insand. 

A shoe was caught under him. He pulled out-of it. He 
stood, panting and sore, and inserted his foot back into 
his shoe. 

His toes were curled painfully, trying to hold his shoe on. 
ue did not want-to stop, put down the burden, and tie his 
shoes. 

Once more into the sand, and his foot came out, and the 
laces were slipping out of his shoe. 

He put down the burden and tied his shoe. He took up the 
burden again and felt a pull of strain across his belly. Oh be 
careful, lift from the knees, not the back. My $10,000 hernia, 
he thought. 

And on toward the surf piling and boiling phosphorescently 
from its secret depths. He was alone on the dark stretch of 
beach ; alone with the girl on his back into whose eyes he had 
never gazed ; alone with his vision of money and freedom. He 
paused at the ocean. There was a deserted stretch of piling, 
rusted iron, rotten planks—a forgotten salt inlet. He could 
scramble out and drop the burden from the scaffolding. But 


he might lose his step and fall. And anyway, what if the body 
were washed back, what if ? Made no difference now. 

He rocked the burden in his arms. He was about to swing it 
toward the loud, invisible horizon. He rocked back; he 
swung forward. 

“Stop!” cried a voice, and a flashlight went on. ‘Officer of 
the law,” the voice said briskly. ‘No littering, can’t you read ? 
No littering the Pacific Ocean.” 

“What are you doing 2” Ronnie shouted at the cop. 

“Thought it was night, | wouldn't stop you, using the nice 
clean ocean for your garbage can, did you?” the cop ih- 
quired. ‘’Well, that public-spirited little girl at the Fun House 
told me what you had in mind. Says you're not just a litterbug 
but a queer, too. Let me see your driver's license or other 
identification, please, sir.” 

Ronnie could not move. He was fearfully tired. He was 
paralyzed by dread. 

“Let me have a look at that carpet there, buddy. You can 
just put it down while we check a few things. Why don’t 
people just call the trash or the Goodwill I'll never know. This 
state is filling up with kooks, that’s my word for them. Okay, 
let's have a look there.” 

Doremus stepped out of the darkness where he had been 
watching. He said crisply, “‘It’s all right, Officer, that boy is a 
friend of mine.” 

“Who are you, Mister ?” 

“Officer, would you like to make a bet with me ?” 

“A bet 2” 

And Ronnie was saying, “Don't, don’t!’ as Doremus pulled 
out a small nubby revolver—“‘Don’t! don’t!’"—and amid the 
roar of the surf and the futile backward Jurch of the policeman, 
shot him dead. The policeman continued falling without a 
sound. Into the sand. Into the sand. 

“You're crazy ! Ronnie shouted. 

“What you carrying on your back there, pal?” Doremus 
asked. He was still holding the pistol. 3 

“Crazy, crazy, crazy !" 

Doremus stood there smiling in the glow of sea and star- 
light. “Pal, you don’t seem to realize, you could have been in 
trouble, littering like that.” 

“Oh God you're crazy,’’ Ronnie said. 

Doremus drew himself up stiffly. “Okay, stop that whining. 
Stop it. You're crazy too, if | am, pal. Now listen tome. Now | 
tell you what you're going to do. Now it’s double or nothing. 
Let the girl slide out onto the beach here under the moon, 
okay ?” And he helped Ronnie. There was a soft spill. She 
was unwrapped. Ronnie could see her hair in the moonlight, 
and a face of sleep. 

“Double or nothing means twenty thousand, pal. | want 
you to wrap this formerly talkative cop in the blanket and I'll 
give you the four places you have to carry him. The Buena 
Vista Tavern. Coit Tower. Jackson Square. And his own front 
yard. You can leave him on the steps and ring the bell just 
like Hallowe'en, and run and run and run.” 

Ronnie stood watching his partner. 

Doremus said: ‘And you better start now. Philosophically 
speaking, | think there’s nothing much else you can do about 
it, pal, except take the chance of getting rather rich. | doubt if 
you have any other choice.” 

The blood was throbbing in Ronnie's temples. There was a 
bursting claustrophobia in his head. Things start out simple, 
and then a man gets pulled in. Was there a chance to break 
free ? Was there any other place to go ? 

“Aw come on,” said Doremus. ‘Why so sad, pal? You've 
found something to do, haven't you ? Weren't you looking for 
something interesting to do ?” 

Ronnie began to figure how he could fold the man’s body 
into a nice, neat, carpeted burden, But he would prefer to 
stop with $20,000. That would be enough. No reason for 
greed. No reason for panic. No reason to think much 
further ahead. Oty 
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Women won't face the fact that 
men dislike them. They have to 
be odorless, tasteless, and 
polished all over because men 
can't bear the real thing. i) 


herself. It's a conditioning you wake up to too 
late. Even now I'm not as sexy as | should be. 
| find it most exciting always to be desired by a 
man. | play games, | keep up the struggle, | do 
make my own advances. 

Penthouse: Aren't games and fantasy basic 
ingredients to sexual pleasure, preventing it 
from becoming mechanical ? 

Greer: It shouldn't be fantasy or mechanical. It 
should be genuine. It should all be there. 
Desire, you know, as simple as that. How much 
genuine desire have you ever observed? Just 
straight simple enthusiastic lust? A great 
quality, you know. You read somebody like 
Rabelais and you think “Oh God, when will | 
find it?’’ Jim Haynes [personality in London's 
underground | has been to a 150-strong orgy in 
California which lasted three days. Frankly the 
chances of that being a groove to me are slim. 
In England it's hard to imagine because they'd 
need so many rubber groundsheets, and 
whips and high-heeled boots and sailors with 
tattoos on their cocks. It’s just out of the 
question. It would be a freak’s feast. 
Penthouse: Don't women themselves still 
think in terms of being laid rather than in terms 
of doing it together ? 

Greer: The be//ef that the man fucks the woman 
has led to a fact. The man does fuck the woman 
most of the time. Because the woman doesn’t 
know there's anything for her to do but lie back 
and take it. She knows that sometimes she’s 
got to do a bit of moaning and heaving just so 
he'll feel good and won't feel too lonely up 
there, but she doesn’t know much more than 
that. Yet men and women are geared to 
different sexual rhythms and responses. This 
has been recognized for a long time. Which is 
why a magazine like Penthouse laboriously 
explains to geezers what they're supposed to 
do as if it were a crash course for terrorists. 
But it’s not a question of saying: “Women are 
slower than men, therefore I’ve got to twiddle 
here and lick her here and hang on a bit here 
and hope | haven't lost interest or come even 
before | get in there’’. The question is why have 
women got different sexual rhythms? Why is 
nature sO unco-operative? The answer is it’s 
not up to nature at all because our sexual 
rhythms are intimately controlled by what 
happens in our heads. So that’s one factor 
we've got to start thinking about. Why are our 
sexual rhythms different and how the hell can 
we make them the same ? 

It's even worse when two people are in 
completely different scenes. The man wants 
her to do so-and-so, and she says to him: 
“Well, I'll do that if you do this. If you tickle my 
clitoris with a feather I'lt let you stick your 
cock in my ear’. | mean, what's going on? 
Whatever happened to spontaneous response 
between two people? Everyone who writes 
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about sex writes about the same great dream— 
the mutual orgasm. Hemingway’s hero says to 
the girl in his sleeping bag: ‘‘Did the earth 
move ?” And she says: ‘Yes, the earth moved”’. 
BullsA/t. It’s all rubbish. We don’t really know 
what goes on. We haven't begun to understand 
what sex is all about. 

Penthouse: This misunderstanding in sex is 
purely a female thing ? 

Greer: That's why I’m not a female liberationist. 
The men are just as estranged from their sexual 
responses as women are. Where | see the 
difference is men’s reactions are centered on 
their tools. When they see it begin to grow they 
watch it as if it were a pot plant. To them, that 
is their sex. They don't realize that their sex is 
their fingertips and their toes, their arsehole, 
their everything. And so they watch this organ 
and the bigger it gets the sexier they think they 
are going to be. Women are taught they are 
sexual all over—their hair, their eyes, their 
sparkling red lips and their pearly teeth. 
Penthouse: Just now you seemed to be un- 
happy that women were brought up to be 
non-sexual, to be passive. 

Greer: Yes, but they’re sexual objects, not 
sexual agents. They think of themselves as 
sexual objects—they are to be desired. The 
awful thing is that our ideas of what is sexually 
desirable are far removed from what is actually 
going on. The degree of fantasy, which is 
always escape from reality, is too high, and it’s 
limiting our potency in giving each other plea- 
sure. A man thinks that in order to get the right 
responses he’s got to have this yard-long organ 
which he thrusts up to a girl’s heart. But it’s 
not a question of knowing what to do, it’s a 
question of knowing how to respond and how to 
think. 

Penthouse: Are you saying that knowing how 
to respond is different from genuine response ? 
Greer: Oh sure. If it were the same thing we'd 
have no problems. This is why | want to change 
the whole psychic orientation of sex. People 
must understand that sex is an_ intelligent 
activity. But as long as our souls and bodies are 
so divided—and they have been conscientiously 
divided by all our religious training and all our 
cultural training—we won't achieve this. It’s an 
axiom of post-Platonic society that the body 
and soul have a very tenuous relationship. But 
they are the same thing, and we've got to try 
and reintegrate them. We can only do that with 
a massive reorganization of our educational 
processes. We can start by refusing to act out 
the old forms, so that out of a genuine organic 
chaos something can grow. It may mean we 
have to go through a phase of total poly- 
morphism of all kinds of homosexual and bestial 
practices just as a kind of purgation, the way 
primitive tribes use it, before we can discover 
our own = sexuality, our genuine psychic 
libidinous energy. 

Penthouse: What do-you mean when you say 
in your book that women have little idea how 
much men hate them ? 

Greer: Take an everyday example. The Andy 
Capp strip is a portrayal of the common attitude 
to women. It’s always implied that women are 
an unpleasant reality like rain. The bitter mother- 
in-law jokes are based on actual dislike. And of 
course, if every woman “follows her proper 
path” she is doomed to be a mother-in-law. | 
live in a predominantly masculine environment 
and | know how men talk about women when 
they're not there. Women are all right as long as 
they are operating in men’s fantasy sphere. 
When you've actually got to live with them day 
after day, even if you love your wife—whatever 
that means—you also hate her and some of the 


things about her. You cannot extirpate that 
element. And then there are the real outrageous 
examples of physical misuse of women, crimes 
against women. Women cling to this romantic 
vision of how a man feels about a woman. It’s all 
very nice and lovely, he’s listening to me, he 
enjoys my company. But all the time he’s 
thinking, “Why don’t you shut up and let me 
put my hand down your dress?’ How is it 
possible for them to really like each other when 
liking must be based on understanding? The 
man who does spend a lot of time with women 
is a particular kind of man, and other men know 
very well what they think of him. Hairdressers, 
who know how to flatter madam and so on— 
men hate them. The more success they have 
the more they're loathed. Women deceive 
themselves about their relationship with their 
menfolk and won't face up to the fact that they 
are disliked. One of the reasons why women 
have to be odorless and tasteless and polished 
all over is because man can’t really bear the 
real thing. They've had no preparation to accept 
it. Something like Penthouse is a terribly good 
example. Can you imagine running on the 
centerfold a picture of a 45-year-old woman? 
Penthouse: What is your attitude towards 
Penthouse ? 

Greer: | regard such magazines as one of the 
most depressing symptoms of the whole thing. 
Really disgusting. It’s curious that voyeurism is 
so strong in men. Even the male magazines 
they sell in New York are not for women—they re 
for other men, for homosexuals. The whole idea 
of turning women into things is perfectly 
endorsed. And the fact is that men are still, as 
it were, masturbating when they make love— 
masturbating inside someone. They’re still all 
on their own. 

Penthouse: You say that women are deformed 
in their roles as wives, mothers and lovers. By 
that reckoning, aren't men just as deformed in 
their roles ? 

Greer: Yes, but | think amore successful kind of 
existence could be arrived at if men and 
women could get a bit closer. It's been a dream 
of many people before me. If men could avoid 
or somehow escape the contouring into the 
hard, the successful, the muscular whatever, 
and just relax a little and be a little more 
sensual, and then if women could be a little 
more sexual or energetic they could really meet 
and really help men. Something has got to 
happen. | argue that suicide is a masculine 
crime; women are tempted more than men 
but men succeed. If our civilization is hell-bent 
on suicide—and we've certainly got more 
resources for killing ourselves than we have for 
any other single activity—then it's going to 
have to be women who aré going to change it. 
Because women are the guardians of life. 
Penthouse: On a broad scale, what would you 
like to see women do with themselves ? 
Greer: I'd like them to start being really bad. 
\'d like to see them being delinquent on a 
massive scale. Just being unpredictable and 
unco-operative and doing whatever the hell 
they liked. | have visions of them, for instance, 
trooping into Le Pavillon with six kids and 
sitting at a big table and making an enormous 
mess. In that sacrosanct area of eating and 
drinking and making contracts there would be a 
touch of real vitality. | just wish that women 
would do what the hell they want. But the 
necessary condition of doing what the hell they 
want is that they’ve got to want something. 
Most women are haltered in a wondering 
apathy. And it’s this infirmity of will which 


worries me most. 


Penthouse: Dr. Greer, thank you. 


‘/t’s the eye level grill that really sold me” 


By the democratic process that 
made her great, America 
elects her first presidential Pet 


merican democracy, synonymous with 
fair play, has surpassed itself in the selection by readers’ votes of the first-ever 
Penthouse Pet of the Year in the United States, Miss Stephanie McLean. 
Although 20-year-old Stephanie is an Anglo-Austrienne raised in London, 
American aficionados decided that her regal baring and unimpeachable 
40-25-36 unquestionably equipped her for the demanding role of America’s 
premiere Pet and picked her from eight international semi-finalists. For 
Stephanie, the rewards of such admirable impartiality will be rich indeed: an 
established annual activity in our five-year-old British edition, the Pet elections 
polarize congratulations and career offers for almost every one of their winsome 
winners, and the memorable Miss McLean will firmly found this tempting 
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tradition in the New World. Once an aspiring actress, Stephanie 
was lifted from the bit-part rat race by the appreciative eye of 
Publisher Bob Guccione, who spotted her one night on TV. 
Transforming her from small-screen hopeful to lavishly-costumed 
Pet, he selected her to ornament the coast-to-coast promotion 
campaigns that launched the United States edition, and her 
ambassadorial enthusiasm won her instant American admirers. 


Reciprocating, Stephanie found these 15-city interState swings 
implanted in her an affection for Americana that her election to Pet 
of the Year has aptly apexed. ‘| suppose like all Europeans | was 
a little stuffy about the States to begin with,’ she confessed, 


“but | felt just like a 
native after a few days. 
| can actually go into 
a New York drugstore 
now and order myself 
a meal—and_ what's 
more, Know what I’m 
going to get.” Now 
that U.S. readers have 
given her the ultimate 
accolade that any Pet 
could wish for, her 


affection for the States 
has increased apace, 
and though currently 
domiciled in London, 
she is especially pleased 
that her consentaneous 
constituents can meet 
her again “‘in pictures, 
even if notin the flesh.” 
Stephanie once she’d 
appeared in Penthouse 
took up duties as one of 


i" 


the glamorous group of uni- 
formed Pets tending the needs 
of members and visitors at 
London’s celebrated Penthouse 
Club. She was there for the 
star-studded opening, and 
quickly became a favorite with 
members and celebrities alike. 
She has since discarded her 
earlier ambitions of acting in 
favor of more mature and serious 
pursuits, notably involvement 
with a well-known charity. 
“Acting is fine,” she attests, 
“as long as you're a genius. But 
I'm frank enough to admit that 
I'll never be a Sarah Bernhardt 
or a Greta Garbo. | don’t even 
know if Ill be an Annette 
Funiceilo. And since my motto 
is never do anything unless 
you're the best at it, I’m not 
going to do it any more.” 
Stephanie's self-deprecation 
belies a natural talentfor catching 
and holding the attention, and 
her crowning as Pet of the Year 


is irrefutable evidence that in her own particular field, she is unrivaled, 
and a million American men are unlikely to be wrong. ‘I’m thrilled to 
bits,’ said Stephanie engagingly when we announced the news of her 
enthronement. “| only wish there was some way to say ‘thank you’ to 
everyone.” This peerless pictorial of our First Lady should be, for her 
enthusiasts, thanks enough. O+—g 
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gravelly soil here is the least fertile, 
and therefore. the most propitious 
for wine, in all of France. The best. 
grapes grow where nothing else 


will. Indeed, the soil throughout: 
Bordeaux country Is so rich in the . 


necessary ingredients—sulphur, | HI 
lime, clay and flint to name a’ 
few—that nothir 9 is ever added 
to a Bordeaux wine to improve 


its palatability. Other great vine 
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"In a good year the chateaux of 
Haut-Médoc | uce about 
26,500 barrels of wine, all but 
500 of which are red, Com- 
pared with the more than 
2,000,000 barrels which 
France produces ina year, 
and considering that Bor- 
deaux is the most desired 
wine in the world, the Haut- 
Médoc total is small. 

The Bordeaux reds are 
most popular i in England and 
the United States. The 

British preference for Bordeaux 


dates back to 1152, when 
Eleanor of Aquitaine married Henri 
Plantaganet, Comte d’Anjou, Bord- 
eaux was then a possession of the 
Aquitaines, of whoseline Eleanor was 


last. descendant. When Henri 


became King Henry Il of England in 
1164, the Gironde vineyards came 
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SOUNDLESS 
SOLITHRY 


An utterly silent cell, first devised 
by the Chinese for brainwashing, 
may have dramatic potential for 

medical cures and mental 
expansion 
by Colin Wilson 
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he quietest place in the world is 
Tact the middle of the Sahara desert 

on a still day, or the top of Mount 
Everest; it is a basement room in a 
building at Princeton University, New 
Jersey, with walls so carefully padded 
and insulated that no sound or vibration 
can penetrate. When the light is turned 
off, it is like being in outer space. It is 
known as ‘the black room”. It is also the 
most powerful instrument for brain 
washing ever devised. 

The American composer John Cage 
told me an interesting story about the 
black room. When he spent a few hours 
in the one at Harvard, he was surprised 
that he could still hear noises. When he 
came out, he asked the engineer what 
they were. “Describe them’, said the 
engineer. “One was a_ high-pitched 
whining, the other a low rumbling.” 
“The whining noise was the sound of 
your nervous system. The rumbling was 
the sound made by the blood in your 
veins.” 

The Nazis were fond of using solitary 
confinement to soften up _ political 
prisoners. When used on_ intelligent 
prisoners, it was often more effective 
than torture. Stalin added various 
psychological refinements to extort 
“oublic confessions” during the mass 
trials in the mid-1930s. But it seems to 
have been the Chinese who first grasped 
the potential of the black room for 
‘brainwashing’. They even invented the 


word (Asi nao — wash-brain) to de- 
scribe their attempts to indoctrinate 
prisoners during the Korean war. (| 
suspect they have some psychological 
genius working for the military, because 
they also made another amazing dis- 
covery during the Korean war: that 
exactly 5% of all prisoners had leader- 
qualities. If you removed that 5% from 
the rest of the prisoners, the other 95% 
became so docile and tractable that 
they could be left without guards, and 
no one would try to escape. This 
discovery helps to explain why there 
were almost no escapes of prisoners 
during the Korean war.) 

All this is still top-secret material, and 
since | do not have the confidence of the 
C.I.A. | am not sure when the Chinese 
found out about the black room. But at 
some point they seem to have made the 
discovery that if prisoners were placed 
in total darkness and silence, they 
softened up very quickly, and became 
altogether more ‘‘persuadable”’. The 
Canadian Defense Research Board asked 
one of the most eminent of modern 
psychologists, Donald Hebb, to in- 
vestigate the question. And so the first 
“black box’ was set up at McGill 
University in Montreal. Hebb’s black 
box was misnamed, because it was 
actually lit; a more correct term is 
“anechoic chamber’ (from a Greek 
word meaning deafness). And it was at 
this point that Princeton decided to go 
the whole hog, and build a black room 
so efficient that it would have shut out 
the sound of a steam hammer working 
right outside, or a jettaking off. 


A CRAVING VANISHES 


Most of the room is occupied by a bed. 
There is also alavatory, and some kind of 
a safe containing food and drink. 
Students were paid to come and sleep 
in it, and describe what it was like. And 
almost immediately, Some curious para- 
doxes began to appear. Most people 
would fall asleep fairly quickly, and 
sleep for a long time—sometimes 40 
hours or more. When they woke up, 
they usually felt fine—in fact, better than 
they had felt in years. Three people who 
went into the black room with bad colds 
came out two days later without the 
slightest trace of a cold. Two men 
suffering from poison ivy sores were 
cured in about the same period of time; 
what is more, they seem to have 
experienced no temptation to scratch 
themselves. Habitual heavy smokers 
found that they experienced no craving 
for a cigarette in the black room. 

For some reason not fully understood, 
the black room can cure minor illness in 
a remarkably short time; illnesses that 
would normally last for a week may 
disappear in as little as 10 hours. To 
some. extent, this may be due to the 
silence; most people never experience 


total rest during their whole adult life. 
The black room allows even the sub- 
conscious to go to sleep. But apart from 
that, it also seems likely that total 
silence has a kind of shock effect. It 
seems sO Strange, so eerie, that old 
habits forget to nag. 


STAYING POWER AND STUPIDITY 


And now comes one of the oddest 


paradoxes. Stupid people can stand the 
black room for longer than intelligent 
people. In fact, some intelligent people 
found it all so unnerving that they press- 
ed the ‘‘panic button” within the first 
10 minutes. Even those who managed 
to stay in found it all unexpectedly 
nerve-wracking. It was fine for the first 
few hours: they lay there and thought 
about all kinds of things, and most 
subjects found they could think far more 
clearly in the black room. (These initial 
effects were so good that students would 
go into the black room just before exams, 
because they found that it clarified the 
mind and enabled them to recall 
everything they'd learned during the 
semester.) But everybody knows what 
happens when you've been thinking well 
for an hour or two—perhaps setting out 
on a train journey or a long drive: a 
point comes when the brain gets tired. 
You want to relax, to get up and go for a 
coffee, switch on the radio, pick up a 
newspaper. In the black room, you just 
have to lie there. And the mind goes 
grinding on, recalling W. B. Yeats’s 
phrase about “the old mill of the mind, 
consuming its rag and bone”. It is 
impossible to switch it off. You can't go 
to sleep, because you've just slept for 
twice as long as usual. Besides, you're 
not physically tired. And this is the point 
where the panic begins to build up. It is 
like lying awake with insomnia, when 
your left foot itches, and you scratch it, 
and then the right foot itches, then the 
itch moves up to your knee, then your 
back... 


AT THE MERCY OF YOUR MIND 


It is clear why stupid people can 
stand the black room longer than intelli- 
gent people: intelligent people have 
greater powers of auto-suggestion. 
Instead of taking it all calmly, they began 
to worry and develop nervous tensions. 
(Do you notice that now | am talking 
about itching, you are beginning to 
itch... ?) Some of them became con- 
vinced that the temperature regulator 
had gone wrong, and the room was 


getting hotter and hotter. At which* 


point, they reached for the panic 
button. 

Oddly enough, animals don't seem to 
mind the black room at all; they just lie 
there, and sleep, and wonder what the 
hell it’s all about... 

Now it should be clear why the black 
room is so effective in brainwashing. 


Because it leaves you completely at the 


mercy of your own mind. The two men 
suffering from poison-ivy rash said they 
didn’t mind the itching, because it gave 
them something to think about besides 
the awful monotony of silence and 
darkness. If you stay in the black room 
long enough, it destroys the mind with 
boredom. Because boredom, if you 
think about it, is a condition of tension. 
If you are ona long train journey, a point 
comes where you lose interest in the 
scenery and the magazines, and even in 
the dining-car. You just wish you were 
already at your destination. You tap your 
feet, you yawn, you walk out in the 
corridor, and as the hours drag by, you 
get a feeling of constipation. Not just 
physical constipation, but a feeling that 
the mind itself is beginning to seize up. 
(Physical constipation often does result, 
and | suspect this is a matter of the mind 
influencing the body.) 

This is why the black room is so 
terrifyingly effective as a brain-washer. 
It amplifies ordinary boredom into a con- 
dition of agony. Even in the friendly 
circumstances of laboratory research, it 
is bad enough. But if a man felt himself 
surrounded by hostility in an enemy 
country, it would become worse than 
physical pain. Under such strains, the 
mind would begin to drift apart, like a 
raft on a rough sea. The art of brain- 
washing is to catch the subject before 
the damage is too serious. A few friendly 
words from the interrogator, the sooth- 
ing assurance that everything is going to 
be alright, and the prisoner is eager to 
tell everything he knows... 

Ever since | learned about these 
experiments in the early 1960s, | have 
been fascinated by the black room 
problem. The reasons had nothing to do 
with politics or brainwashing. | had 
always been obsessed by the men | 
called “Outsiders”, people who felt 
strangely unsuited to society. | pre- 
dicted that Outsider figures would be- 
come more and more numerous in the 
20th century : that is, there would be an 
increasing number of people not actually 
talented or original enough to make their 
own terms with society, yet who feel as 
out-of-place in it as any man of genius. 
Such people experience appalling mental 
strain; they feel alienated, miserable, 
out-of-step, yet they lack the confidence 
of genius. My analyses suggested that 
there was no point in these people 
trying to forget their alienness and join 
the herd; that was tantamount to 
mental suicide. They had to somehow 
find ways of becoming stronger, stand- 
ing on their own feet. There is no way 
back for the “‘in-betweener’, only 
forward. 


JAMES BOND WOULD BREAK UP 


And that immediately raised the 
question of what such people could do 
to become stronger. A couple of 
hundred years ago, the answer might 
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have been a monastery, but that 
solution is no longer practicable. 

As soon as | read about the black 
room experiments, | saw that they were 
attacking the same problem. The quali- 
ties the Outsider needs to survive are the 
qualities needed to survive in the black 
room: a mental toughness and self- 
sufficiency, the refusal to panic. And 
this in turn suggested a fascinating 
idea: that if black rooms were as com- 
mon as psychiatrists’ consulting rooms, 
“Outsiders” could train themselves to 
stay in them for longer and longer 
periods, and could develop the kind of 
strength they need to cease to be 
alienated misfits. The black room might 
become the 20th century equivalent 
of the monastery, but altogether more 
effective. 

But the central problem remained: 
how could you train a man to withstand 
the black room? You can train a man to 
become physically tough by putting him 
through a commando assault course. 
But that depends on a series of 
challenges. The black room is an anti- 
challenge: pure monotony. A James 
Bond would go to pieces in the black 
room within a few days. An Einstein or a 
Beethoven would stand a better chance 
of surviving it. 


12 DAYS ISTHE LIMIT 


| used the problem as the center of a 
novel—called The Black Room. The 
situation is as follows: somewhere in 
central Europe, a spying organization 
has been brainwashing spies from both 
sides—east and west—and using them 
as double agents. All the intelligence 
networks of the world are anxious to 
find them and destroy them. The ideal 
method would be to train their own men 
to withstand the black room, and hope 
that the enemy will kidnap one of them 
and try to brainwash him in a black 
room. The spy will pretend they have 
succeeded; but when he escapes, he 
will be in a position to betray the 
brainwashers. There is only one problem 
—there is no known method of training 
anybody to withstand the black room. 
Anybody—even an Einstein or Beet- 
hoven—would lose his reason after 
about a week. 

| talked about the problem with the 
remarkable American psychologist 
Abraham Maslow—who died last year. 
Maslow believed that man’s creative and 
religious impulses are as natural and 
instinctive as his sexual urges, and that 
if any political ideology is going to work, 
it must treat men as decent, intelligent 
creatures with higher needs. Maslow 
told me that the reason most intelligent 
people go to pieces in the black room is 
that they tend to be more neurotic and 
self-divided than stupid people. The 
black room acts as a kind of wedge, 
widening the gap of self-division. But 
Maslow had discovered that if you take 


intelligent but unneurotic people—the 
kind of highly creative people he called 
self-actualizers—they can sometimes 
stand the black room for as long as 12 
days. He admitted that 12 days was the 
limit. But it was a beginning—and a 
pretty remarkable one at that. 

My super-spy would obviously have 
to be an intelligent man, as well as 
creative. For that reason, | chose a 
composer. The next question was: how 
would you train him to develop his 
natural resistance to the black room ? 

The philosopher Gurdjieff made a 
useful distinction between “personality’’ 
and “essence” in human beings. Actors 
possess personality, but they are often 
weaklings. On the other hand, Gurdjieff 
said that one of the most remarkable men 
he ever met was a Corsican brigand, who 
spent hours in the sun every day, 
peering down the sights of a rifle, 
waiting for motor-cars; he possessed 
real “essence” according to Gurdjieff. 
Essence is what you need to survive the 
black room—a kind of rock-like core of 
strength that cannot be eroded by 
boredom. 

This suggested the beginning of a 
solution. The black room induces a kind 
of forgetfulness. |f you could devise a 
black room that has a sense of urgency, 
of danger, you'd train the mind to stay 
alert. For example, suppose you buried 
a man in a coffin, with a limited air 
supply, and warned him that if he forgot 
himself and took a few deep breaths, 
he'd die of suffocation before he could 
be dug up. Or suppose you placed a 
man on a narrow, sloping ledge on a 
mountain side, with a sheer drop below, 
so that he had to stay absolutely still and 
wide awake, or slide off? This kind of 
thing would force the mind to stay alert, 
to develop a kind of instinctive danger 
signal when it started to wander. 


DRUGS INTRAINING 


And there are less disagreeable pos- 
sibilities. Most healthy men are attracted 
by the opposite sex. If your training 
center contained a number of pretty 
girls, all deeply interested in the result of 
the training, the men would develop 
another kind of alertness—the kind that 
keeps a cat wide awake when it is 
watching amouse... 

Another possibility also derives from 
Maslow. He made the interesting dis- 
covery that most healthy people have 
sudden experiences of intense delight, 
a kind of bubbling-over of sheer 
affirmation. He called these ‘peak 
experiences’. And in certain experi- 
ments made under his Supervision, peak 
experiences were used to cure neurotics. 
One of the most remarkable experiments 
was with chronic alcoholics. Maslow 
reasoned that a man becomes an 
alcoholic when he gets run-down and 
stops having peak experiences. He 
drinks heavily because alcohol some- 


times induces a peak experience. Of 
course, more often it doesn’t... The 
experimenters chose intelligent alco- 
holics, who had once been capable of 
enjoying poetry, music, natural scenery. 
The alcoholic was given a large dose of a 
psychedelic drug—mescalin or LSD— 
and then “peak experiences’ were 
induced by means of music, poetry and 
so on. The cure rate was well over 50%. 
And the reason should be obvious. The 
alcoholic had got into a defeated state of 
mind in which no effort seemed worth 
making: hence the alcoholism. The 
tremendous experience of ecstasy in- 
duced under the drug—an overwhelm- 
ing feeling of meaning—simply gave the 
alcoholic a reason for fighting. He would 
see, in a flash of sheer insight, that the 
peak experience is directly related to 
health and vital purpose. And though he 
was boozing to induce peak experiences, 
he was actually running away from them 
as fast as he could go. 

Follow-up studies done years later 
often showed that these character 
changes were permanent. The al- 
coholic is proceeding on mistaken as- 
sumptions; once he sees that they are 
mistaken, he avoids repeating the 
mistake. 

The interesting thing about all this is 
that beyond a certain point a feeling of 
health seems to induce still greater 
health. Like a mountain-climber, the 
healthy man enjoys it so much that he 
goes on looking for bigger peaks to 
conquer. And this, it seems to me, is 
probably the most promising direction 
for the conquest of the black room. 
Psychedelic drugs can be dangerous; but 
in carefully controlled circumstances, 
with the right surroundings and the 
right suggestions given by the psy- 
chiatrist, they may be able to induce 


conditions of ecstasy such as were 
described by saints. Or no, let me qualify 
that. The drug itself doesn’t “induce” 
the ecstasy; it only starts the process. 
|magination and will do the rest. (In the 
case of the alcoholics, the peak experi- 
ence literally shakes the sleeping will 
into a state of wakefulness.) It is not the 
drug that is important, but the enormous 
vistas, the horizons of possibility, that 
open up when the mind escapes the 
bondage of old habits. 


NEUROSIS AND SUPERMEN 


One thing should be apparent. If we 
could devise ways of training people to 
withstand the black room, we would not 
only have found a powerful instrument 
for the cure of neurosis ; we would also 
have found a way of creating supermen. 
And this may not be as far off as it 
sounds. John Cage told me that the 
Aerospace Medical Laboratory in Ohio— 
where astronauts are trained to get used 
to the silence of space—has an 
anechoic chamber deep underground; 
and that some people, far from going to 
pieces, had experiences of mystical 
ecstasy there. Unfortunately, he wasn’t 
able to give me further details. Jack 
Vernon, in his book about black rooms, 
mentions a Turk who expected to be 
arrested (for political reasons) when he 
got back home and thrown into solitary 
confinement; he actually enjoyed the 
Princeton black room because it showed 
him he could stand it after all. In other 
words, his attitude towards it somehow 
made it pleasant instead of boring. 
Psychology has only touched the 
fringes of discoveries that could trans- 
form the horizons of human conscious- 
ness. And | mean that in the most 
practical, down-to-earth sense. 
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a woman, and maybe he’s right. The 


thought crossed my mind, of course,-: 


that it wasn’t this, but that it really was 
me. But | quickly was able to tell myself, 
‘All right. Maybe it isn’t just his nervous- 
ness. Maybe he isn't that turned on to 
me. But if so, that hardly makes me ugly 
or hopeless. It merely means that he 
doesn’t like me that much, sexually. And 
why should every man thrill to my body 
immediately ? No reason at all!’ So | 
took it quite well, got him to satisfy me 
orally, and went home feeling fine. | 
never thought I'd be able to do any- 
thing like that—fail with a man and not 
take it too personally. But | now see that 
\‘m able to do so. And it’s great !” 

Joy tried several more ventures like 
these, with her husband and a few other 
men, and finally convinced herself that 
though it was nice If she was strongly 
desired sexually and unfortunate if she 
was not, a male’s potency did not make 
her a great person—but only a person 
with sexual attractiveness. It is now two 
years since she has left group therapy, 
and her husband (whom | have been 
seeing for some of his own problems) 
tells me that she is still a happy self- 
asserting individual, much more interes- 
ted in what she wants out of life than in 
what others think of her. | think she will 
continue to act in this manner. 

An exceptionally common ego prob- 
lem with women is that of vulnerability 
to criticism. Martha G. is a case in point. 
Martha is so attractive that, at the age of 
30, she has had three wealthy husbands, 
all of whom she discarded because they 
were too dull for her; and she now has 
several men, most of them outstanding 
in their own right, who want to marry or 
live with her. For, unlike most beautiful 
women, she also has intellect and charm; 
and, if she is reporting correctly, she is a 
vitally alive bedmate. 

But Martha is usually very angry and 
depressed. For whenever one of her male 
companions—or anyone else she knows 
—criticizes her, she reacts extremely. 
Either she abjectly agrees with him, and 
enormously puts herself down; or else 
she defensively denies his criticism, and 
thoroughly hates him for being so un- 
kind. For example: one of her current 
boyfriends, Joe, concernedly pointed 
out to Martha that she drinks too much, 
and that when she does so her.conversa- 
tion becomes boring and she even loses 
all sex desire, completely conking out 
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for the night. 

It was really something to listen to 
Martha when she came to see me the 
day after this incident with Joe occurr- 
ed. Her vituperative monologue against 
him occupied almost our entire session. 
Said she, among other things: “Imagine 
him saying a thing like that to me! After 
I've given him the best sex he’s ever 
had—as he’s often admitted—and made 
him remarkably good at it, when he had 
failed with just about every other woman 
he’s ever had it with. Sure, | drink a 
little. Who doesn’t, these days ? But to 
hear him say it, you'd think | was a 
goddamned alcoholic! When | hardly 
even like the taste of liquor! What 
nerve !|” 

On and on, almost interminably, she 
went. What is more, she kept pointing 
out, he drank too much himself; he had 
an ugly wart on his nose; he didn’t 
make as much money as most of her 
other lovers; he really wasn't that good 
sexually ; he wasn't as bright as she was ; 
etcetera, etcetera. | finally interrupted : 

“Let's suppose that you are right about 
all this, and that he has all these deficien- 
cies. Let's even suppose that he’s ex- 
aggerating about your drinking. All 
right: those are Avs problems. But that 
doesn't gainsay the fact that, behind 
your anger, there’s a great deal of hurt. 
He’s not only saying you're wrong about 
the drinking—which may or may not be 
true—but you're telling yourself: ‘If he 
js somewhat right about what he’s 
saying, if | am at times a bore and a dull 
sex partner because | drink too much, 
that is awfu// | must be brilliant and 
great in bed at all times—else |’m a total 
shit!’ For if you weren't saying some- 
thing like that to yourself, what the hell 
difference would it make what he’s 
saying? So the issue is your own self- 
deprecation, and dire need for complete 
conversational and sexual success— 
and not what he’s saying to you.” 

At first, Martha wouldn't agree, and 
was even inclined to be hostile and 
denying toward me. But | persisted: 
showing her that she dd drink too much, 
and at those times did turn off conversa- 
tionally and sexually. | indicated, as | 
ruthlessly brought these facts to her 
attention, that this was unfortunate, this 
was too bad, but that it didn’t mean that 
she was an idiot or a no-goodnik for 
behaving in that unfortunate and iIn- 
efficient way. “So you're imperfect,” | 
pointed out. “You're general/y beautiful, 
bright, and sexy ; but at times you're not. 
So? Why is that horrible ? If you could 
see that it wasnt, and that even the most 
talented of us continually fall on our 
foolish faces, and that’s merely again 
too bad, you wouldn't be so defensive 
about admitting your poor behavior to 
your boyfriend and to me. Moreover, 
you'd probably start drinking much less. 
For-why do you think you do drink so 
much ? Mainly because you are horrified 


about facing the flaws that you do have, 
and you can look away from them, 
literally conk out, when you're sufficient- 
ly polluted. If you'd learn to accept 
yourself, your being, with those flaws, 
you'd probably lose most of your urge 
for excessive drinking.” 

Martha was still skeptical. But then a 
startling thing happened. | induced her, 
experimentally, to abstain totally from 
alcohol for a week, just to see what 
would happen in her relations with-this 
boyfriend and with others. She said that 
she could easily refrain, but actually had 
a hard time doing so. For the first time, 
she began to see that maybe she really 
was alcoholic, and that she compulsive- 
ly drank to ward off her terrible fear of 
criticism. 

Then, while she remained sober one 
evening, she noticed in one of her male 
friends (not the one who had criticized 
her) something similar to her own 
behavior when drinking. For he drank a 
great deal that evening; he became 
boring after he had a few drinks in him; 
and he, who otherwise was a good sex 
partner, made a few perfunctory passes 
at her when they got into bed, was un- 
able to get an erection, and then fell 
soundly asleep for the rest of the night 
and woke with a bad hangover and a 
sour disposition. 

“Well!” said Martha, reporting to me 
a couple of days later. “That did it! If 
such a charming companion as he could 
become a bore and a sexual copout 
when he had had too much to drink, | 
could easily see how | could act in much 
the same obnoxious manner. | could 
also see how anxious he was, just before 
he started drinking, and how his anxiety 
probably led him to keep gulping down 
one martini after another. Every time | 
failed to tell him how marvelous he was, 
gulp !—another one went down the 
hatch. | could see how | do the same 
thing : seek compliments, and then down 
another drink whenever my piece of bait 
does not immediately pull up a flattering 
fish. Most of all, | could see what the 
drinking was doing to him. And | said to 
myself, ‘Lord! If that’s the way | sound 
and look with a few drinks in me, no 
wonder Norman finds me a bore! Who 
needs it? Why can’t | stay sober and 
really enjoy myself more ?’” 

So Martha began to see what she was 
doing—and, most significantly, to 
desist from blaming herself for doing it. 
At first, she would say to herself, 
“Norman’s right. | do drink too much! | 
really am a bore. How shameful!’ But, 
when | showed her she was thereby 
merely blaming herself for having a 
neurotic symptom, drinking, and that 
this would probably lead to greater 
anxiety and self-deprecation, and hence 
more drinking, she changed her tune to: 
“Yes, | do drink too much. And my 
behavior, when | do so, becomes boring 
and unsexy. But /’m not a bore and /‘m 
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not unsexy. | am me; and my / and my 
me are too complex, too many-sided to 
be globally rated or to be categorized by 
single descriptive terms, such as boring 
and unsexy. At times—at too many 
times !—l do boring and unsexy acts. 
But I’m merely a person who does these 
acts, and not a person who /s these acts. 
Now, how do I, the person, change the 
acts? That's really the problem. And 
that’s a very soluble problem, if | refrain 
from downing myse/f.’ 

“Right!” | said to her, at this point. 
“You cannot accurately rate your ex- 
istence, your aliveness, your you-ness ; 
you can only legitimately measure some 
of your traits. You are sometimes boring, 
but you are never really a bore. You are, 
especially when you drink too much, 
acting unsexily, but you are not an 
unsexy woman. |f you keep seeing that, 
as you are now Clearly doing, you will 
stop downing yourse/f for any of your 
poor acts, even though you will nega- 
tively rate many of these acts and do 
your best to change them. And if you 
do this, your ego problem will disappear 
and be replaced by the practica/ prob- 
lems of ‘How do | accept, even though 
Ill never like, criticism ? How can | stop 
at one or two drinks, though | would 
like to take several more? How can | 
give in to my sexy feelings, in spite of 
the fact that this man Is not ideal in some 
ways and that man in other ways ?’ 
Without the ego crap to louse you up, 
most of your practical sex, love, and 
other problems will prove to be quite 
soluble.” 

So it is tending to be. Martha is 
definitely becoming much less _ self- 
centered and more problem-centered. 
She is accepting herself with her self- 
deprecation and her tendency to escape 
into alcoholism; and she is also working 
hard to become much less self-downing 
and less of a serious drinker. At times 
she has relapses—as when she recently 
got so angry at a boyfriend who joshed 
her about the abundant hair on her body 
that she spitefully took him to one of the 
most expensive restaurants in town and 
ran up as high a bill as she could. But 
she much less often makes a federal 
case out of criticism: and consequently 
she usually gets much less of it than she 
once got. Her relations with herself and 
with others are considerably improved 
and she has returned, now that she 
drinks very little, to being a vitally alive 
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bedmate. 

Susan, Joy, and Martha epitomize 
attractive, bright, and potentially highly- 
sexed women who have severe ego 
problems. Many other females are in 
this same category. Thus, there are so- 
called nymphomaniacs, meaning women 
who compulsively screw almost every 
man they meet—not because they are 
truly interested in sex but because they 
must, absolutely must, have each one 
turned on to them, and can only think of 
sexual ways to turn them on. There are, 
at the other extreme, extremely frigid 
women who would be utterly ashamed 
to win men sexually, because then they 
would define themselves as sluts; so 
they egoistically go out of their way to 
win them jn spite of their lack of sexual 
responsiveness. 

Again: there are rigidly heterosexual 
women who would never consider even 
kissing or holding hands with another 
woman, because they would then feel 
that they had serious lesbian tendencies, 
and would down themselves for having 
such tendencies. And, on the other side, 
there are rigidly lesbian women who 
only go for other women, even though 
they can enjoy heterosexual acts more 
than homosexual ones, because their 
little egos keep driving them to conquer 
and control their love partners, and they 
find it easier to do this with self-hating 
lesbians than with more independent 
males. 

Still again: there are women who 
desperately seek a single lover or hus- 
band, because only when they have a 
man who dotes on them do they define 
themselves as worthwhile humans. But 
there are also women who are terribly 
afraid to fall in love or to marry, because 
they thereby would close off the atten- 
tions of a large variety of men, whom 
they think they need to make themselves 
feel truly valued and valuable. 

Scratch almost any woman, in fact, 
and you will find something of an ego- 
maniac. On the surface, she will often 
seem to be kind, sacrificing, and humble. 
But go alittle deeper and ask why she is 
so kind, sacrificing, and humble, and 
you will usually find that she devoutly 
believes that she will thereby win the 
undying approval of men, of her friends 
and relatives, and of the powers that be 
(including God, if she happens to 
believe in such an entity) and that she 
will thereby be able to accept herself. 

Are women notably worse than men 
in this respect ? Probably not. The male 
of the species—as | shall show in my 
next Penthouse Casebook article—has 
his own ego problems. And unfortunate 
consequences thereof. But even if he 
continues to have them, he can do 
reasonably well with the women in his 
life if he will only be fully aware of their 
self-rating hangups. Females certainly 
often like sex. They adore companion- 
ship and love. They want to accomplish 


something, especially these days, in 
career pathways. They usually look for- 
ward to rearing a happy family. 

But that’s hardly all! Most of the time, 
whether they admit it or not, modern 
women are ego-oriented. They screw, 
love, accomplish, and rear families to 
win their own, and others’, esteem. Not 
that they have to: for self-acceptance is 
truly a matter of definition, of self- 
choosing. One has it because one 
decides to have it, and not because one 
does anything to earn it. The thoroughly 
rational § woman—who, like the 
thoroughly rational man, is exceptionally 
rare in our society—convinces herself, 
“lam alive, and | have decided to stay 
alive just about as long as | can. | also 
choose, just because | am alive, to have 
as much pleasure and as little pain as | 
can arrange to have. Now, let me see 
what | enjoy and what | do not enjoy: 
and to hell with foolish questions, such 
as ‘Who am |? What do | deserve ? What 
do | have to do in order to get into 
heaven?’ | am /. Since that’s all | can 
really be, how can | have a harmless ball, 
right now and for the next 30 or 40 
years ? To be and to be me—that is the 
question !” 

Woman's sexuality, in other words, is 
enormously constricted and constrained 
by her ideas and feelings about love. 
This has advantages and disadvantages : 
since, for the sex pleasure she often 
surrenders, she gains (if she is success- 
ful in her love quests) significant 
amounts of amative satisfaction. The 
game, therefore, may well be worth the 
candle. 

To make matters much more compli- 
cated, however, a woman usually has 
even a greater god than love: and that is 
self-esteem or self-worth. She only 
allows herself to be happy when she 
rates herself as a total person—and when 
that rating comes out pretty high. Once 
she becomes obsessed with this kind of 
rating, she subordinates most of her 
pleasure—including both her sex and 
her love satisfaction—to her ego games: 
and from then onward she is largely 
anxious, depressed, guilty, and hostile. 
For the need to rate one’s self, one’s 
being, highly is an endless, virtually 
futile quest; only God truly succeeds at 
it; and hell knows that he’s had his own 
problems ! 

The solution? Exceptionally simple 
but enormously difficult. When a woman 
—such as the ones discussed in this 
article—learns to rate only her traits, 
deeds, and performances, but never to 
rate, assess, or measure her se/f, when 
she gives up aspirations to being super- 
human or subhuman and fully accepts 
her own inevitable humanness, she can 
then go back to love and to sex and 
usually have one whale of an enjoyable 
life. Being oneself is great; but rating 
oneself is shit. What a hard lesson for 
women—and men—to learn! Oty 


believe Noel Coward, they foam at 

the mouth and run. This is not how 
Gls from Vietnam remember the place, 

though what they do remember about it 
may seem just as far-fetched. To Gls 
Bangkok is a favorite Rest & Recreation 
center because it rules as the home of 
the art of the Southeast Asian full- 
body massage. 

The massage parlors of Bangkok, 
capital of Thailand, are as hushed as 
temples, with expensively decorated 
waiting-rooms, piped music, and ele- 
vators to serve what may be a four- or 
five-story building. The massage girls, 
scores of them in even a medium-size 
establishment, sit gossiping in small 
amphitheaters. Each girl wears a badge 
with a number. The customer, invisible 
behind a giant one-way mirror, ex- 
amines the field at his leisure, makes his 
choice, and tells an attendant the 
number. 

“A friend of mine who served in 
Ghana,” says a Central Intelligence 
Agency man whose own service has 
been all in Southeast Asia, ‘once told 
me you're never the same man after the 
first servant calls you ‘Bwana’. For me, it 
was the first time a little massage girl in 
Bangkok got down on her knees and 
started to unlace my shoes. Perfectly 
naturally. It sort of restructured my 
whole notion of the relationship be- 
tween the sexes.” 

The Southeast Asian massage (ex- 
cept in Vietnam, where the art is in a 
rudimentary state) is a serious affair. To 
be accepted as an apprentice in the best 
parlors of Singapore, a girl must pay a 
deposit, returnable after a year, that can 
run as high as $500. This is to insure the 
owner against the girl’s running off and 
taking a job elsewhere as soon as her 
training is over. The apprentice starts by 
kneading mattresses to strengthen her 
fingers. Later she is set to toughening 
her hands by smacking walls with a 
modified karate chop performed with 
the fingers held loosely together, in the 
position of prayer—she will eventually 
use this technique to loosen up the 
large muscles of the legs and back. 
Once her hands are ready, she starts to 
learn the various holds, twists and 
wrenches of her new trade. Only after 
weeks of training will she be judged 
ready to work on a live specimen— 
usually one of the other girls. 

The complete Bangkok massage treat- 
ment lasts about an hour, and starts 
with a thorough soaping of the cus- 
tomer. The masseuse then directs him 
to a raised table, like a doctor's examin- 
ing table, and powders him all over with 
talcum. Now that he is dry and squeaky- 
clean, she goes to work. She bends his 
joints in ways that would plainly result, 
with the exertion of several more foot- 
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pounds, in permanent maiming. She 
walks up and down barefoot on his 
back. In a hold too complicated to 
describe, she pops the vertebrae of his 
back in quick succession, like knuckles. 

Next she positions the client on his 
hands and knees, his head lolling down, 
and suddenly wrenches his chin to one 
side as far as it will go, as if to twist his 
head off. This makes a sickening sound 
which means that the-vertebrae of the 
neck, too, have been popped in chorus. 
Only the least imaginative customers 
ever get used to this one, just as only the 
most phlegmatic of men never wonders 
if the barber shaving around his wind- 
pipe might not be, after all, a homicidal 
maniac. 

By now the customer is_ nicely 
gentled. He feels the gratitude of a baby 
towards the mother who has just 
washed and dried and patted and 
powdered him—and perhaps flung him 
around a little bit, just enough to make 
him pleasantly tired. The masseuse then 
leans over and whispers, “Want massage 
here 2? Why she bothers to ask is not 
very clear—perhaps the occasional 
fundamentalist preacher refuses. In the 
normal course of events, the girl 
removes the towel covering the custo- 
mer’s midriff, positions a_ freshly- 
laundered napkin, and uncaps the 
Brylcreem. This is always the lubricant 
of choice for the final, intimate stage. 

“As a rule, that’s the whole of the 
standard treatment,’ says the CIA man, 
whose experience has become vast 
since the first massage girl unlaced his 
shoes. “A lot of places even leave the 
cubicle doors unlocked to discourage 
anything more happening. Some places, 
the girls get fired if they're caught 
sleeping with the customers. But there 
are exceptions. 

“| ran across Naroudam the third 
time | went to a massage parlor. Pure 
luck, | just picked her out through the 
two-way mirror. Once she had finished 
with me in the usual way, she stretched 
out beside me and started breathing 
heavily, almost panting. | laughed and 
said she didn’t have to bother, but just 
then she fished a breast out of that 
uniform they all wear, like a nurse’s. 
Well, | mean, I’m a gentleman and | 
knew what to do. She was breathing 
harder and harder, but | still figured she 
was faking—until | noticed that damned 
if she wasn’t playing with herself. Now 
that | took as a sign of sincerity. 
Naturally, | wasn't in any shape right 
then to apply the normal remedy, but | 
did manage to figure out a way to help. 
After it was all over for her, she said 
thanks very politely, and got back into 
her uniform. Going downstairs, she was 
very distant, as if nothing had happened 
between us. No sign of any emotional 
connection. Didn't hold my hand, or 


smile at me, or even look at me. In a 
funny way, if you see what | mean, that 
was the nicest part of the whole thing. 

“Girls like Naroudam get famous in 
their way. Their badge numbers and 
names get passed around. The funny 
thing is, they seem to do it more or less 
for the love of the thing. They'll take a 
tip if you offer them one, sure, but they 
don’t seem to expect it and they don't 
get upset if there isn’t any. A lot of 
times, it seems to depend on how the 
gal likes a customer’s looks. My own 
theory is that after you've spent all day 
kneading rolls of suet, anybody who's 
reasonably thin and properly built looks 
awful good to a massage girl.” 

An American technician stationed in 
Laos tells of the time his sister visited 
him in Vientiane. “She’s got into this 
fem lib stuff,” he explains. “Driving 
around town, every time | spotted some 
little Lao gal swinging a bucket of 
cement on a construction job I'd point 
her out. ‘There she is, Mary,’ I'd say. 
‘They've won the battle here. That's 
Miss Fem Lib of 1970’. It drove her up 
the wall. 

“The funny thing is, | would have 
taken that fem lib stuff seriously if | 
hadn‘t come to this part of the world. | 
was just a typical American boy. | 
didn’t need the song to tell me those 
boots were made for walking and that’s 
just what they'll do. | already knew that 
one of these days those boots are 
going to walk all over you. Then they 
sent me to Thailand four years ago, and 
then here. You might say it changed my 
life. Yes, you might. 

“Frankly, | was never what you might 
call a big swordsman back home. The 
fact is, girls scared the piss out of me. 
Out here at first, | more or less went wild. 
But | was scared that it would all be 
over if | went back home. You know, 
though, I’ve heard the same thing from 
several guys, guys who always had 
plenty of girls back in the States. They 
said | wouldn't have anything to worry 
about, that once you've been in a place 
like this you get a lot less uptight about 
it or something, and the girls back 
home will recognize it. Not that I’m in 
any hurry to get back, but | hope they're 
right.” 

The American pauses a minute, 
remembering. 

“Did you know there’s a house in 
northern Thailand where the specialty 
is Chicken in a Basket ? The girl gets in 
this huge basket with a hole in the 
bottom of it, and another girl hoists the 
basket up in the air with a rope and 
pulley arrangement. You position your- 
self on the bed underneath, and then the 
second girl lowers the basket just 
enough. You turn the basket around 
and around with your hands. Real slow.” 

Many marriages between American 
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men and Vietnamese women go sour 
and break up quickly, as had that of 
Michael, a newsman in Saigon. He was 
sitting in a restaurant, playing with his 
nine-month-old daughter. The girl's 
mother, his former wife, had come by 
for some money but was away from the 
table for the moment. The little girl was 
trying to scale Michael’s chest when 
she slipped, and her foot came down 
sharply in his crotch. 

“Ow,” he said. “Son of a bitch, but 
they learn early.” He lit a cigarette, 
watched the match burn out in the 
ashtray, and began to talk about his 
recent marriage. “! was late for supper 
one day, having a drink with a couple 
of friends in the Continental Palace, 
when Thanh came in looking for me. | 
could see as soon as | caught sight of 
her that she was out of her mind with 
rage. Before she even got to the table, 
she started to scream at the top of her 
voice about what a bum | was to keep 
dinner waiting, what a bum | was 
generally, and then what a useless bum 
| was in bed. You could hear that bitch 
for 10 tables around. It. was damned 
pleasant. 

“When she got like that, which was 
whenever she didn’t get 100 per cent 
of her own way, she'd lose control. 
One time, she smashed a $150 tape 
recorder to bits on the floor. Regularly, 
she'd threaten to cut my dick off while 
| was asleep. Did you ever try to go to 
sleep wondering if this is the night your 
wife is going to take a razor and slice 
your dick off ? 

“Maybe Tiny Tim would make an 
acceptable husband for one of these 
little iron butterflies, but God help almost 
anybody else. Apparently the South 
Vietnamese men can stand it, but 
theyre trained from birth to the role. 
Look at the kids in the streets here and 
you'll seldom see a little girl getting 
beaten. But the little boys, wow. There’s 
always some old bitch of a grandmother 
or aunt or something minding the kids, 
and she beats the boy children un- 
mercifully, all day long, for nothing at all. 
Ever notice where they beat them? 
They grab a flat stick or a belt and they 
lay it right in there, right in the crotch. 
Jesus! 

“In an unguarded moment, Thanh 
once told me what a South Vietnamese 
woman really feels is the ultimate lay. 
You know what it turns out to be? It’s 
where the man screws her to orgasm, 
but doesn’t come himself. Do you 
begin to see the picture ? Another thing, 
and anybody that’s been here long 
enough will tell you the same thing. The 
South Vietnamese woman hates, 
actually hates, an erect penis. Unless 
she’s a massage girl or something, she'll 
never touch it. Hardly even look at it. 
Now a flaccid penis, that’s another 


ee 


The masseuse 
leans over and 
whispers: ‘Want 
massage here?’ 
Perhaps only the 
occasional fundamentalist 
preacher refuses 
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matter. 7hat’s okay. She'll poke at it, 
sometimes pinch it, often hard enough 
to hurt. But all in fun, you see ? Sure it is. 

“| used to have a porn book called 
‘The English Governess’ where a 
beautiful 26-year-old gal takes a 14- 
year-old boy with a masturbation pro- 
blem and trains him with a dog whip. 
Now and then, when he was except- 
ionally good, she'd slip him a low grope. 
But mostly it was the restraining harness 
and the dog whip. She becomes the 
source of all pain in his life—and the 
occasional little bit of pleasure, too, if 
he does exactly as he’s told. At the end 
she marries him, and he has to perform 
whenever she wants him to—if he can’t 
get it up, all she’s got to do is glance 
toward the dogwhip in the corner and 
he’s ready for action again. You know, 
for nearly two years | /ived that 
goddamn book. 

“That's what | always suspected was 
really happening in the war here. You 
see a North Vietnamese mother, and she 
beats her kids mercilessly, too. A half 
hour, 45 minutes without letting up, 
while the welts are coming up and the 
little kid is screaming in hysterics. Real 
Marquis de Sade stuff. But the North 
Vietnamese mother is democratic. She's 
a sadist with kids of both sexes. 

“North Vietnamese men wind up 
handling the family money, which no 
South Vietnamese woman would permit 
for a minute. That's why the South 
Vietnamese are so reluctant to marry a 
man from the north. It’s probably why 
the south is losing the damned war, too. 
Our side gets Madame Nhu the Dragon 
Lady, and their side gets Uncle Ho. You 
figure out who's going to win.” 

“| don't actually think the Lao and 
Thai girls expect too much from a man,” 
says an American public safety advisor 
who served in northern Thailand. “When 
| was going on home leave, a bunch of 
the local cops gave me a party, and 


naturally they brought along a couple of 
girls. Since | was the guest of honor, 
they offered me first crack upstairs. | 
was in the bedroom, | don’t know, may- 
be 10 minutes, and then the rest of them 
took turns going upstairs. You know, 
| don’t believe there was one of those 
guys who spent more than two or three 
minutes with the girls.” 

Malichanh hardly shares the opinion 
herself, but in some quarters her story 
will be viewed as an example of evil 
communications corrupting good 
manners (1, Corinthians, XV, 26). 
Malichanh was born in Bangkok 29 
years ago, according to her (and prob- 
ably 10 years before that, according to 
more objective observers). She remained 
pure until the age of 18, at which late 
date she slipped once, with a Thai boy. 
It wasn’t much fun, and she didn't 
bother to repeat the experience until 
she got married, six years later. It still 
didn’t seem like much fun. Perhaps as an 
indirect result of her lack of enthusiasm, 
her husband brought her home a dose 
of gonorrhea after four years of the 
marriage, which quickly broke up. 
Alone, childless and jobless, Malichanh 
went into the hooker game with just 
about as much joy as she had taken in 
her marriage. Finally she drifted north 
to Vientiane, where she rented a hotel 
room for $24 a month, installed her 
collection of bright dresses, found a 
cheap hairdresser to fix her up three 
times a week, and went to work. 

It was in Vientiane that love came 
finally to Malichanh. He was a 38- 
year-old pilot for Air America and the first 
night he took her to a private film 
showing at another pilot's home. The 
feature was hot from Copenhagen, an 
hour of living, pulsating color. “First 
time | ever see anything like that,” 
Malichanh recalls, as if describing a 
religious revelation. “All together at 
same time. | get hot.’ Till then her 
experience had been exclusively bi- 
lateral, and in the old ho-hum mission- 
ary position. Now she had discovered 
the joys of voyeurism—and the partouze. 

Later that night her new _ friend 
showed her how the glamorous world 
of Copenhagen, with a little imagination 
and money, could be transferred intact 
into her own hotel room. She was 
hooked. “He come see me all the 
time,” she says. “! love him too much. 
Nobody like my boyfriend. Last night 
him do four hours,” 

“Four hours?” asked the medico- 
sociological researcher. “‘Doesn’t he 
ever ejac .... well, come ?” 

(Malichanh made a gesture with the 
fingertips of both hands together, the 
old impersonation of a spider doing 
push-ups on a mirror...) “Oh, we no 
do that four hours. Do other things, too. 
Sometimes him come, sure. Come all 
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over here.” (At this point, the subject 
indicated her mammary area.) 

“How does he manage that?” asked 
the researcher, a man of sadly limited 
imagination. “Do you do it for him 2?” 

“Him do himself.” 

“He does ? Do you like that ?” 

“Like very much.” 

“But how can it be any fun for you ?” 

“While him do, | do to myself, too.” 

“| see. For four hours 2?” 

“Oh, no. Do other things too. Last 
night | no can find khateu/. But some- 
times | find khateu/ for him.” (Khateu/ is 
the Lao word for a male transvestite.) 

“He kiss my boyfriend, do it to him 
here.” (At this point, the subject indica- 
ted the interviewer's sitzplatz.) ‘| watch, 
sometimes | do it to myself.” 

“For four hours ?” 

“Sometimes we rest. Sometimes | go 
out, find young girl for him, watch him 
do it to her. | do it to myself.” 

“Don't you get jealous of the girls ?” 

“Never. | know he always come back 
to me.” 

“Look,” said the researcher, anxious 
to leave no avenue unexplored, “do you 
ever do this to him?’ The gesture he 
made suggested fellatio. 

“Never happen!” Malichanh said. 
“Dirty.” 

“Does he do that to you ?” 

“Sometimes he do, but no more. | no 
like. Dirty.” : 

All Malichanh had ever wanted, all 
these years, was to be left alone. 

Over to an American diplomat who 
Once served in Paris, later served in 
Laos, and is now back in Washington. 

“| committed the terrible blunder once 
of going with a prostitute in Paris,” he 
says. “She took me to a dingy little hotel 
room.and as soon as | closed the door 
she was wriggling out of all her restrain- 

_ ing gear like Houdini. Then she flopped 
down on the bed with these welts from 
brassieres and girdles and whatnot all 
over her skin, and said, Come on, let's 
get it over with. | had the feeling that 
some invisible horde of men was queued 
up outside the door, getting impatient. 

“By contrast, two weeks after | 
arrived in Laos, | was staying in an 
American officer's house down in Pakse. 

’ The screens were full of holes and it 
was unbelievably hot, so you had this 
choice. Either you slept under a sheet 

. away from the mosquitoes and swelter- 

-ed, or you took the sheet off to get a 
little air from the semi-broken ceiling 
fan, and the mosquitoes ate you alive. 

“| couldn't face the prospect of a 
second night, and so | found a girl in a 
dancehall and went home with her. Six 
dollars for the night, as | recall. It was 
something like 30 dollars in Paris, to the 
best of my recollection — for the same 
kind of service. 

“She was very polite, very attentive, 
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and in some ways it was more like kiss- 
ing cousins than client and prostitute. 
| can’t say that all girls are like her, in 
fact I’m sure they’re not, but she made 
me feel extremely pampered, even in 
fairly rundown surroundings.” 

This girl was probably a comparative 
novice. In Saigon, where there are 
heavier concentrations of American 
troops, the girls work on industrial scale. 
A typical example is the estranged wife 
of a doctor, called Mai, who in order 
to support her sister and brother, and to 
send an allowance to her mother, took 
a job pushing drinks in the Lotus Flower 
Bar, on Saigon’s Tu-Do Street. There, 
working 72-hour weeks, she is able 
to make three times as much. It is 
hardly an easy buck, though. Much of 
her noon-to-midnight day is spent on 
her feet. (A moonlighting employee of 
the Vietnamese public health service 


“comes by two nights a week to sell the 


girls injections of a pep drug at $4.a 
shot.) But Mai has become the top 
drink-seller in the Lotus Flower, and is 
able to support her three dependents 
from it. bs is 

She will not listen to suggestions that 
a portion of the blame for her present 
circumstances might well be borne by 
her father, a government clerk in Phnom 
Penh who sends his family no money at 


all; by her husband, who chose to. 


remain in Cambodia rather than set up a 
practice in Saigon, and then broke all 


' relations with Mai on learning that she 


had been forced to work in a bar; and 
by her mother, who dumped two 


children on her 22-year-old daughter 


and went off to live with relatives in a 
provincial capital instead of going back 
to work as a seamstress.* To Mai, it is 
all her fault. She thinks her life is 
emodteelt ruined, and she hates her- 
self. 

You don’t have to be a whore, Mai 
has discovered, to feel like one. For her, 
at least, it is not a good feeling. One 


night she came away in tears from a 
table of French seamen. After 10 min- 


utes she got over crying, and was able 
to explain. “He asked me how much to 
go to bed with him,” she said. ‘When | 
told him | didn’t do that,,he said he 
guessed | was only turning him down. 
because the Americans would pay me 
more.” ; Cee ; 

The man was an unpleasant exception 
in her experience of French customers. 
Normally she finds the French much 
less ready than the Americans to leap to 
unwarranted conclusions about her job 


* So great is the slavishness of Vietnamese. daughters 


toward their mothers, and so greedy are the mothers, that’ 


girls are frequently ordered by their mothers to go to work 
as whores. The wife of the assistant chief of police (hardly, 
in Vietnam, a poorly rewarded job) in one provincial 
capital, on hearing how much bar girls were making there, 
forced her daughter to become one-—even though it 
would ruin her chances for marriage to any Vietnamese of 
good family. 


—which is simply to put customers in a 
frame of mind to buy her $2 Coca- 
Colas. “As soon as you sit down, the 
Americans are asking you how much, 
and when do you get off work,” she 
says. “The French seem more interested 
in you as a person. They talk to you, at 
least. But one thing | must say. They 
smell worse than the Americans. | don’t 
know why that is; perhaps because the 
Americans can buy all those lotions and 
perfumes at the PX.” 

For Mai and the other 20 or so girls 
who work with her selling drinks on 
commission, the Lotus Flower becomes 
a small but fairly complete world—all 
they have, since their choice of profes- 
sion has read them out of most Viet- 
namese society. They spend most of 
their daylight hours and all of their 
evenings in it, often eating in the rear of 
the bar. Even the girls’ birthday parties 
are held in the bar, with the birthday 
girl weating a paper crown and her best 
dress. The other girls and some of the 
customers bring presents. Drinks for the 
customers are on the house that night, 
though Coca-Cola for the girls remains. 


* at $2. The chits for these are pink, and 


are printed at the bottom, 
Not.” 

As Saigon bars go, the Lotus Flower 
is not such a bad world to inhabit. It is 
clean and attractively decorated. The 
girls are allowed to drink Coca-Cola 
instead of the far cheaper Saigon tea 
used in most places. They make the 
standard 50% commission. on: drink 


“Forget Me 


sales, but they are able to sell more than 


the girls in cheaper bars. Instead of 
broken-down lifers (the draftees’ term 
for career soldiers), the’ clients are 


‘relatively well-heeled helicopter pilots, 


young officers, embassy civilians, news- 
men. Sometimes there is a fight, but not 
very often. During much of the after- 
noon, the slow time, the girls have a 
chance to sit on the comfortable seats 
and talk with each other. ~ 

Even the toilet is unusually clean, as 
these things go in Saigon, though the 


. walls carry their share of graffiti. One of 


these says: ‘‘Let me win your heart and 
mind or | will burn down your goddamn 
hut.” Another says: “There is no gravity. 
The earth sucks.” A third -belies the 


‘widely held notion that the Vietnamese 


war has produced.no immortal lyricism © 
comparable to, say, “Praise. the Lord 
and Pass the Ammunition.” It reads: 
“A birdie with a yellow bill/ Landed on 
my windowsill./ | tricked him with a 
piece of bread/ And then | bashed his 
fucking head.””’ : 
There can be poetry of a kind, too, in 
the specialized dialect of English spoken 
by most of the bar girls—a tongue 
heavily dependent on such phrases as 


~“! love you too much”, “dinky dow” 


(crazy), “number one” and ‘‘number 


the - psychological 
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ten” (very good and very bad), and 
“Her beaucoup butterfly girl’ (she is 
very fickle). One night Phuong, a 
beautiful mini-skirted girl with skin the 
color of toast, received a small tip from 
a customer. Clutching the money to her 
breast in a burlesque of ecstatic grati- 
tude, she cried above the music’s din to 
the girl behind the bar... 

“Now | rich. | buy for you TV color, 
air-conditioned. | buy for you new bra, 
air-conditioned. | buy for you wig hair, 
air-conditioned. | BUY FOR YOU 
YELLOW SAMPAN, AIR-CONDI- 
TIONED!” 

Most of the girls in the Lotus Flower 
have favored customers, and prefer 
support it gives. 
“There's one American,’’ Mai says, “who 
must have been with every girl in the 
place. Each time a different girl. That 
makes you feel bad, of course—as if 
you're just an animal. Nobody likes 
him.” The men they do like, the girls 
treat with an almost wifely solicitude— 
and jealousy. A girl will watch anxiously 
to see that her man doesn’t drink too 
much, or spend more on her Coca- 
Colas than she thinks he can afford. 
From. time to time she will leave him 
and sit for a while with another man, 


_to keep her drink quota up. He is 
expected to wait for her quietly, and 
above all not to: buy. drinks” for other 
i girls while she is away: 


- One girl, Thanh, fell in love six months 
ago with just such a steady customer— 
a tall handsome American with black 


@® 


‘Sometimes 
| go out, find 
young girl for 
him’, said the whore. 
‘| watch him 
do it to her. | 
do it to myself.’ 


ee 


hair and blue eyes. She came to adore 
him and would do anything he asked. 
But he turned out to be a butterfly boy 
who grew tired of her, and was even 
cruel enough to parade new girl friends 
by the bar. At night after work, Thanh 
would go to his apartment, knock on 
the door, and call, “Let me in fora little. 
bit, please.” 
it was all over, and never open the door. 
While they were. ‘together he had 
started her smoking marijuana, a prac- 
tice much more common among 


‘But he would-answer that — 


Americans in Saigon than among bar 
girls. She now began smoking more and 
more, crying all the time, until the boss 
told her he would have to fire her if it 
got any worse. Eventually, like most 
people, she got better. But she still cries 
if anyone who looks like her American 
comes into the bar. 

The owner of the Lotus Flower, un- 
like most of his colleagues in Saigon, 
frowns. on his girls having Vietnamese 
boyfriends. American boyfriends are 
even more troublesome, and any girl. 
spotted i in the streets with an American 
is fined the equivalent of $24 by the 
owner. Anyway, the girls work such. 
long hours, with rarely a day off, that 


outside affairs (though hardly un- 


known) are difficult to arrange. So the 
average client has little hope of getting 
much further than laying out $2 a glass 
for Coca-Cola or tea. It is very much 
like the relationship between American 
Presidents and South Vietnamese lead- 
ers. Nixon never manages to get up- 
stairs, either, but he seems perfectly 
content to buy Saigon’s tea anyway, 
just for the sake of the company and a 
little light necking. 

Other Americans too, with just as 
little hope of actually scoring, are con- 
tent to pack the Lotus Flower every 
night. It’s as though, even if you're not 
on the football team, or have a little case 
of beer belly or acne, the girls will talk 
with you and hold your hand and maybe 
let you get away with a little feel now 
and then. But the system takes the 
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worry out of being close. At no point 
are you expected to go upstairs and 
actually lay your virility on the line. 
Sexually, the whole thing is as unde- 
manding as, well, the average Saturday 
night date back home. Even the girl’s 
beverage is the same. 

The parallel has not escaped at least 
one GI, who wrote on the wall of the 
Lotus Flower’s toilet: ““A whore is a 
round-eye who comes to Vietnam.” 
Round-eye, in the context, means an 
American woman. 

Southeast Asia’s most famous 
brothel is probably the White Rose in 
Vientiane. Its reputation is built not on 
what happens upstairs, which is pretty 
much what happens upstairs in hund- 
reds of other places, but on what 
happens downstairs. 

“Want floor show?” the little Lao 
and Thai girls ask their customers, in 
what, except for “Go upstairs”, is often 
the only English they know. If the custo- 
mer agrees to pay $2 for a floor show 
(upstairs is $4), the girl disappears into 
the rear while another girl changes 
whatever record may be playing to the 
floor-show record. God knows what 
the floor-show record is called, but it is 
raucous and fast. At its opening bars, 
action stops all over the dim room, and 
everyone watches the door to the rear. 

Through it the girl reappears, now 
stark naked, and runs bobbing over to 
the customer's table. In rough time with 
the music, she jumps around in what- 
ever her particular idea of a striptease 
may be. The imitation is only approxi- 
mate, since none of the girls has ever 
seen a real striptease. It’s perhaps for 
this reason that the stripping and teasing 


elements have been left out of the per- - 


formance, but it’s still a sight that stays 
with you—particularly when several 
girls are bouncing around at once, 
jumping naked into the customer's lap 
when the record is finished. 

The leading dancer of the White 
Rose is Aw, a slender Thai girl. Two 
years ago, Aw performed a floor show 
that differed from those given by the 
other girls only because she was more 
acrobatic than most, and could do 
the splits. But Aw is also a bright girl, an 
innovator, what the professors call a 
seminal thinker. She first livened up her 
dance by smoking a cigarette during it, 
in peculiarly feminine fashion. Then she 
added another, then two more. Pretty 
soon she was up to seven, then to nine 
—and now to 11. Once the music stops, 
Aw flops down all glowing beside the 
customer, and removes the cigarettes. 
She rubs the affected portion of her 
anatomy and sighs, “Oooo, smoke too 
much.” 

“You know,” says an Air Force major 
stationed in Vientiane, ‘‘the only time | 
ever went to a whorehouse in the 


1 00 PENTHOUSE 


@@ 


Aw livened up her 
dance by smoking a 
cigarette during it, 
in a peculiarly feminine 
fashion. Pretty soon 
she was up to 11 
cigarettes at once 


med 


States was in Memphis when | was 15. 
| was with a buddy older than me—he 
was 17—and we both wanted to show 
off to each other. Beforehand we 
ordered a special show, as they called 
it, and these two gals stripped down and 
got in different positions while one of 
them kind of droned off a commentary, | 
guess you'd call it, that was supposed to 
be funny. The only thing of it | remember 
was the other gal was sitting on her lap 
and the first gal said, ‘This is the way 
the boss gives it to his secretary, more 
dick than tation.’ The whole thing was 
about as comical as that. Actually, it 
was kind of sordid. 

“But it’s different at the Rose. All the 
other little gals gather around Aw and 
clap each time another cigarette goes in, 
like they had never seen it before. You 
can just tell they think it’s the funniest 
damn thing in the world. And Aw 
doesn’t mind doing it, you can see that, 
too. She’s a very hip gal, you know. She 
maybe wonders why people are crazy 
enough to pay money for something as 
nutty as that, but what the hell. It’s their 
four dollars and she keeps half. 

“Tell you the truth, | was expecting 
something like that dump in Memphis 
when some of the guys took me to the 
Rose my third night in town. But then 
these little gals came over and sat down 
with us—not pushy or hustling or any- 
thing but just trying to talk—and after a 
while one of the other guys went up- 
stairs and everybody clapped when he 
left. Then another guy went up and 
everybody cheered again, and | figured 
what the hell. 

“When we got upstairs, it turned out 
to be all little cubicles with partitions 
maybe seven feet high. You could hear 
people talking and laughing all down 


the line, and | felt kind of funny about it 
at first. Then the little gal put up her 
finger to be quiet, and started to look 
through a little peephole in the next 
cubicle. She was kind of laughing under 
her breath, trying not to let her girlfriend 
know she was watching. Then she 
motioned me to take a look, and all | 
could see was this guy's butt going up 
and down. | pretended like | was real 
cool and not interested, so the little gal 
took over the peephole and started to 
giggle again. | don’t know, it was kind 
of, you know, /nnocent. 

“That's the thing about the Rose. Not 
that anything so out of the way happens. 
It’s just kind of the atmosphere. It’s like 
when my little sister used to have these 
pajama parties back in high school. The 
gals dancing with each other, running 
around to whisper secrets in each other's 
ear, everybody giggling. A lot of giggl- 
ing. The funny thing is, you never feel 
like the girls in the Rose are giggling at 
you, the way | always felt when I‘d walk 
in on one of those pajama parties. The 
little gals in the Rose are too polite for 
that. You feel like it’s just. some little 
joke they have between themselves, is 
all. You always get this same feeling of 
innocence, | don’t know how else to 
describe it. It’s like if there’s any feeling 
of guilt in the whole place, you brought 
it in with you. Not that you don’t get 
over that damn soon.” 

After all, how can a man maintain a 
decently crippling sense of guilt in a 
country where the word for banana is 
“penis  fruit’’? Where the word for 
prophylactic is “shirt to protect against 
the shower” ? Where one of the national 
songs, the Saravane, tells the story of a 
prince feeling up a blind peasant girl he 
finds beside a forest pool? (The music 
is languorous as the royal hand creeps 
slyly up the girl’s leg, then crashes into 
allegro tempo as the prince reaches his 
goal.) A country where mothers routinely 
calm a crying baby by sucking soothing- 
ly on his penis ? Where women too old 
for the grand game don’t even have the 
decency to dye their hair violet, slip into 
Bermuda shorts, and shore up their 
sagging dugs with D-cups ? 


Old Lao women crop their grey hair - 


short, like a boy’s, and say to hell with 
it. They squat around at parties or 
religious ceremonies and_ speculate 
loudly on the probable sizes of the 
organs of the male guests. Now and 
then one will sigh, very audibly, that if 


she were only 30 yéars younger she'd. 


give that big son of a bitch the ride of 
his life. Then she digs the crone next to 
her in the ribs, and they both cackle 
helplessly with laughter. 

How can you live with people like 
that ? Well, you just manage it any way 
you can, that’s all—even it if takes a war 
to do it. 
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Now refurbished for the first time since its 1969 opening, London’s fabulous Penthouse Club has 
a new casino with a full range of popular games including craps, an enlarged International Restau- 
rant, re-sited but still specializing in meals for the gourmet, and the colorful Speakeasy serving 
drinks, a new evening buffet (all you want for only 21s/$2.52) and a full English breakfast after 
1:00 a.m. The exciting new Penthouse Club in the heart of London’s exclusive Mayfair district 
offers, for a limited period, Overseas Charter Membership at half the normal $50 rate. Just complete 
the application form below—as a Charter Member you will be entitled to renew your membership 
annually at this special discount. When in London look up the delightful Penthouse Pets, some from 
the pages of Penthouse itself. Enjoy an unforgettable visit to the Penthouse Club, with its unique 
blend of restaurants, bars and gaming. (Call 01-493 1977 for reservations.) 


— To: The Selection Committee, The Penthouse Club, c/o Penthouse International Ltd., 1560 Broadway, N.Y., 
N.Y. 10036 
| | am over 21 years of age and wish to apply for Overseas Charter Membership of the Penthouse Club at one- I 


half the normal fee of $50, As a Charter Member, | understand that all future renewals of my membership will 
be at one-half the normal fee and that | will be entitled to full Charter privileges at all future Penthouse Clubs 


| planned to be opened. 
MARRIED/SINGLE (delete as necessary): AGE: 

| OCCUPATION: INCOME (dollars per annum, nearest 1,000); 

| DO YOU WISH TO APPLY FOR FREE CREDIT FACILITIES? yes/no 
Enclosed is my check/money order/cash for $25 

| Note; The Penthouse Club undertakes to return in full the membership fees of anyone whose ‘application is un- 
acceptable to the Committee. 

| YOUR SUBSCRIPTION IS VALID FOR ONE YEAR 

| Please print all details 

I FULL NAME: 

I ADDRESS: 
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lf you missed any of our earlier issues and wish 
to bring your Penthouse collection up to date, 
you can order the magazines you need while the 
supply /asts. 


Simply use this coupon to indicate the specific 
issues you want, and enclose .$1.00 per copy in 
check or money order, to cover the cost of mag- 
azines, handling and postage. 

Send this coupon to: Dept. MAA, Penthouse 
Magazine, 1560 Broadway, NewYork, N.Y. 
10036. 
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*December 1970, with Calendar, is $1.50 


No. of Month. 
| Copies of Issue 

Name 

Address 

City. 


State Zip Code 


Enclosedis [] check 


-{ money order 


in the amount of $ 
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GROOM AT THE TOP 


BY ED EMMERLING 


Four stages of replacing hair by the surgieal suture method. Top: Howdy Doody outfits 


ELECTRIC SOCKS 

Most men will agree that mid-calf and 
over-the-calf hosiery is just great for 
looks and comfort. But how many times 
have we been caught out with our 
slacks clinging to these static-producing 
socks. All we could do was shake a leg. 
Of course, if we were all to wear knickers 
we wouldn't have this problem. But 
Dupont didn’t think we would, so it has 
come to grips with the “clings” by 
discovering an anti-static fiber that ends 
“trouser hang-ups’. 

Arnold Raphael, executive  vice- 
president of Kayser-Roth Hosiery Com- 
pany describes the process as ‘increas- 
ing the capacity of the socks to conduct 
electricity through the fabric to the 
ground. In short, the process makes the 
sock a conductor of electricity rather 
than aresistor.” 

Not only are these socks functional, 
but they're also in step with fashion. 
Currently available through Interwoven 
and Esquire Sock divisions are anti- 
static hose in golds, reds, blues, forest 
greens and browns, and in new ribbed, 
woven and basketweave patterns. 

Just incredible. Now even science 
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has found a way for us to be caught 
with our pants down. 


HOWDY FOLKS 

It's Howdy Doody time! That's a cry 
we've been hearing for some months 
now. From coast to coast young people 
who hunger for the unexperienced past 
are jamming Howdy’s personal appear- 
ance tours. We may know better, but 
many of those who can’t remember 
adult life before Viet Nam are turning to 
the make-believe and fun symbolizing 
the “good old days.” 

With that understood, you just knew 
that the fashion industry would grasp 
hold of the phenomenon of this grinning, 
freckled face dummy. And they have via 
Varsity House, Inc. who have produced 
aline of shirts and blouses silk-screening 


the puppet’s picture to be worn by the 


young and the young-at-heart. 

That's only by way of introduction to 
say that an entire Peanut Gallery of 
young and old ‘50s fashions is being 
revived for the seventies. Crew cuts and 
Ivy League types may not be coming 
back, but buckle-back khaki pants, 
V-neck cardigans, lumberjack shirts and 


even mom’s floral print housedresses 
are. Boutique manufacturers like A. 
Smile, Bouncing Bertha’s Banana Blan- 
ket, Landlubber, and Truth and Soul will 
see that they do. 

Oh, and don't forget to roll out the 
memories for turned-up flannel print 
cuffs on dungarees with white socks 
and sneakers, knit vests over embroid- 
ered shirts and the gray flannel suit. 

Perhaps Elvis Presley, James Dean, 
Perry Como and the Marlboro Man did 
wear them, but will you ? 


HIRSUTE YOURSELF 

Many men who have gone through a 
loss of hair find it a psychologically 
disturbing experience. Equally disturbing 
are the cover-ups they use, such as 
wigs, toupees, hair-weaves and trans- 
plants—since most are at best hirsute 
aliens. You just don't feel like they are 
a part of you. 

Until science comes up with the 
answer to hair regeneration, there is 
right now a replacement method giving 
the individual a psychological advantage 
of permanency. It is the Hair Again, Ltd. 
cosmetic surgical technique. 

Not to be confused with other surgical 
methods which anchor whole hairpieces 
or parts thereof to wires embedded in 
the scalp, Hair Again actually affixes 
hair in layer upon layer. By a soft, thin, 
non-wire surgical thread (suture) im- 
plantation into the tissues of the scalp, 
the thinning or balding man can have a 
thick, full set of hair in three to four hours. 
This compares quite favorably to time- 
consuming and often painful transplant 
operations. 

Immediately following the surgical 
implantation strips of hair are applied 
directly to the stitches in the scalp. Hair 
is ‘built up” in tiers thus affording a 
more natural movement not common 


- with toupees or weaves that are built on 


one base. And compared to other 
surgery techniques where removal of 
the wired hairpieces necessitate a 
welding procedure, Hair Again can 
more easily re-arfange the hair to effect 
a new style. Also, the threaded sutures 
are not as obvious to the touch as the 
thicker wires would be. 

In the final analysis, for hair that aman 
can swim in, shower in, and practically 
treat as his own, the Hair Again cos- 
metic surgery technique comes quite 
close to being the ‘‘real thing’. 

Under the close attention of Doctors 
Lionel A. Dick and Stephen’ B. Kurtin, 
the one application that is generally 
required will cost between $1000 and 
$1250. 

(For further information, contact the 
company’s president, Maurice Mann, in 
New York at the 14 East 60th Street 


office.) Om—_ 


NOW FROM BIOPHYSICAL RESEARCH AND DEVELOPMENT CORP. COMES THE ULTIMATE SLENDERIZER 


The Incredible New SAUNA BELT™ 


HOT PANTS 


THE ONE DAY SLENDERIZER WITH ‘INSTANT’ HEAT 


GUARANTEED TO REDUCE YOUR WAIST, ABDOMEN HIPS AND THIGHS ATOTAL 
OF OTOIOINCHES [A JUST ONE DAY 0k YOUR MONEY REFUNDED 


HERE IS HOW THEY WORK: The real heart of the Sauna Belt Hot Pants 
program is the special thermal pack unit developed by a scientist 
from California Polytechnic. These thermal pack units are designed 
for your Hot Pants reducers to fit directly over the areas where you 
most desire to take off excess inches... your waist, your hips, your 
thighs or ALL three areas as you may choose. Once the thermal 
packs are in place and the Hot Pants reducers are inflated, you will 
then do a brief exercise program pre-selected by you from the 
instruction booklet provided. Super effective, these thermal packs 
instantly amplify and augment the heat produced by the pants them- 
selves and, together with the program, speed up the process of 
melting away inches. At the conclusion of your program you will 
relax for a short period of time—and you can tell by the 
surprising, but decidedly pleasant, glow of warmth all 
around the areas you want to reduce that these super 
new Hot Pants reducers are working their particular 
wonders for you even while you relax... and a marvelous 
thing to remember is that any time you should happen 
to put on excess inches, any time you want to trim 
off inches for a special occasion or to wear a special 
outfit, your Hot Pants reducers are ready and waiting 
to work their special reducing magic any time you 
need it. 


“This one day slenderizer really works! | 
went through one session with the Sauna 
Belt Hot Pants and with just this one use 
my waist came down from 36 to 3214 for 
a loss of 312’— my hips came down from 
42 to 39—for a loss of 3’—- also lost 
2%” from my abdomen and 114” 
from each thigh for a total reduc- 
tion of 12”...Very convenient— 
terrifically fast—and no diets 


to follow.” PETER RICHTER 


THE NEW SAUNA BELT HOT 
PANTS REDUCERS...CARRY 
THE MOST SENSATIONAL 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
IN SLENDERIZING HISTORY. 


There has never been an 
inches-off guarantee like this 
before. No longer is it neces- 
sary to wait months, weeks or 
even days to lose excess inches 
from your body... It is now pos- 
sible to be 6 to 10 inches slimmer 
within just ONE HOUR of taking your 
Sauna Belt Hot Pants reducers out 
of their box. 


USER’S RESULTS FROM 
THIS FABULOUS ONE DAY 
SLENDERIZER 


TRULY PHENOMENAL RESULTS ARE BEING 
ACHIEVED BY USERS. The new Hot Pants reducers 
have hit the world of slenderizing like a time 
bomb that explodes all existing time barriers in 
slenderizing. Users are losing a total of 10, 12, 
and.even 14 inches in just one day with the super 
Sauna Belt Hot Pants program. There may be 
variations of speed and/or degree of results due to 
individual differences in metabolism and body response. But remem- 
ber this—these super Sauna Belt Hot Pants reducers are a true 
wonder and no matter what your metabolism, no matter what your 
body type, if you do not lose a total of 6 to 10 inches from your waist, 
abdomen, hips and thighs in just ONE DAY without dieting, you may 
return your Hot Pants reducers and the entire purchase price will be 
immediately refunded. 


SAUNA BELT HOT PANTS—THE WORLD'S MOST INCREDIBLE 
ONE DAY SLENDERIZER...and the price is only $14.95...This 
one price includes everything you need for the world’s fastest, most 
exciting slenderizing program. You will receive your super Sauna Belt 
Hot Pants reducers; you will receive a supply of the wonder working 
thermal pack units; you will receive complete instructions and 7 
the special programs designed to be used with your Hot Pants a 
reducers; and most important to you, you will receive a“ 

an unconditional Money Back Guarantee that you must a“ 

lose a total of 6 to 10 inches from your waist, Lae on 


- S 3 S 

TED PAMPLIN: “/ actually lost 4” from my waistline from Sen ae SUC Gg swing| ust ytd < Qh Moe 
just one session of using the Sauna Belt Hot Pants! At the a He out take eas erent a Ae ac rie “~ch ke oe Ao 
same time | lost 2” from my abdomen—3" from my hips— gL ee ACU PLU SUD rte re 60? O° 502 02" 

suddenly trimmer, order your new Hot a NO OF ONS 
and 2” from each thigh for an over-all loss of 13”. Until | tried P : di OO ots 
this new Hot Pants program, | didn't believe it possible to ants reducers today and discover <2 se . 30% coe 

’ ’ O 
ay, : geass what a difference a day makes. AAS VP" Boe 62’ 
reduce so much in just one day—and without dieting. Just think, if you had your Hot ve © oO Ry en +. Oe arin 
’ 

RAYMOND VOLKER: “/t took just a few minutes of one day Pants reducers today you eae & ce 


couldbe6to10inches — 4. 
slimmer when you put 
on your swim suit 


to Jose 11 excess inches on the Sauna Belt Hot Pants program. 
It trimmed my waist down 342"—trimmed 3” from my abdomen 
—2” from my hips—and a total of 242” off my thighs. It is abso- 


lutely the fastest and most effective reducing method | have tomorrow... or ZA of oot 
ever seen.” yourmoney 7 @' > oe 


of 
: Faye 
BILL ARMSTRONG: “The Sauna Belt Hot Pants pro- back ee 


gram really wipes out excess inches! | used them one 
afternoon and reduced my waist and abdomen by 5", ; 
my hips by 244" and my thighs about 2%"—Something \ 
that can take off so many inches from just one use 
is simply fantastic—especially without any dieting 


required.” at S a ek a a se ae 
© Biophysical Research & Development 3 pre? ae « 
Corp. 1971, P.O. Box 3984, NSE) WE Qo! we 


San Francisco, CA 94120 / Patented 


have 
i | come into 
bo ee i We their own 
with this season's suits and 
tailored sportswear. After a run of 
shiny double-knit and warp-knit 
looks in standard bird’s eye, small 
geometric and solid patterns, 
they now abound tn woven looks 
that are hard to tell apart from 
authentic wools and flannels. 
In neat herringbones, strident 
stripes, fancy jumbo plaids and 
geometrics, the new wave of 
knits are immensely wearable and 
travel-worthy. 


Trevira double-knit sport coat (above) 
in an authentic Navajo design by Oleg 
Cassini Clothes, about $135. Corduroy 
pants by Palm Beach Co, turtleneck 
from Raffleswear, belt by Paris. A wool 
worsted and polyester double-knit 
(right) by Geoffrey Beene for Eagle 
Clothes, about $220. Dress shirt and 
tie also by Beene. All worsted wool 
double-knit wheat colored suit (oppo- 
site) by Clubman, about $125. Shirt by 
Creighton Shirtmakers, tie by Ditz. 
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FASHION BY ED EMMERLING 


the tailored clothing industry has come up with 
the right recipe for truly successful fashion. © 
The basic suit silhouette is here and not likely to 
ns IL fj - \ | oe change for some time to come. Un- 
= | | ACC lS ™ © broad pocket flaps to balance the 
B VT bw) wide lapels, and shaped single- 
es: aad | v breasted two or three-button styling. 
Pants feature wider waistbands, belt loops and flare bottoms. 
dress up. There are elegant new suits in velvet, denim, printed corduroy 
and imitation buckskin. As a youth fashion, the much-discussed knicker 
look is meeting with growing acceptance. 
young man who knows what it’s like to be in a hit, decides to wear them 
all. The hit in Leonard’s case was the stage and film version of Boys jn the 
Band. Playing Harold, the “boy” the other “boys” threw the now-famous 
Fiddler on the Roof in Yugoslavia. Leonard played the same role for one year 
on Broadway opposite Zero Mostel. His other stage credits include L/tt/e 
Mary Sunshine and Lincoln Center's recent revival of Beggar on Horseback. 


This fall, buying the right suit is no longer a 

game of Russian roulette. After several 

years of confusing fads and style changes, 

‘ disputed fashion suits have four inch 

‘\# lapels, deep side or center vents, 

Fresh variety in knit fabrics and the return to classic 1930s wovens in suits 

and sport coats make it distinctly clear that once again it is fashionable to 

Without a doubt, Fall ‘71 is emerging as. the season with more fashion 

best-sellers than any other in recent memory. And actor Leonard Frey, a 

birthday party for, he achieved instant recognition. Recently he completed 

filming his role as Motel the tailor in United Artists’ screen version of 

When it comes to fashion, Leonard says, ‘the mirror always tells the 
truth—if it looks well on me, I'll wear it.” 


AS 
a 


SSeS 
Nak 
co 
pIGty 


Lenni & 


li 


i 


: 


= 


ey 
aN 
AN 


y 


SAAN 
aN 


aly as 
N 


< rr 
eccor 4 


iT? Seeecce 


oa 


errr 
$5aR= 


eorge Hamilj 


3 


Photographs by C 


106 PENTHOUSE 


1. Bold plaid wool hacking 
jacket by Larry Kane for Raffles- 
wear, $175. White turtleneck 
and blue velvet knickers also for 
Raffleswear, leather and suede 
/ace-up boots by Verde. 

2. All-woo/l muted stripe sport 
coat by Hardy Amies for Phoenix 
Clothes, about $85. Shirt by 
Holbrook Company, sleeveless 
pullover by Himalaya, wide- 
wale corduroy pants by Esquire 
Sportswear, tie by Ditz. 

3. Updated herringbone stripe 
suit in an imported wool worsted 
fabric by Linett Ltd, about $745. 
Box plaid shirt by Hardy Amies, 
necktie by Wembley. 

4. Beefy all-wool Greek key 
patterned suit by Arthur Richard, 
$750. Shirt by Holbrook Co, 
tie by Ditz, belt by Paris. 

5. All-wool tweed suit with 
overplaid pattern from Polo by 
Ralph Lauren $200. Print shirt 
and brown knit tie also by Polo. 
6. A dimensional plaid-on-plaid 
wool suit by Pierre Cardin 
boutique, $1175. Wool turtleneck 
by Brentwood. 


OEE ee rn eee gee 
* 7 - 


The mood of 
nostalgia per- 
meatingAme- 
rican life to- 
day is surfac- 
ing in men’s 
tailored clothing. Take classic and antique 
fabrics, put them on updated suit ‘’chassis”’ 
and you've got the woven clothing picture 
for Fall ‘71. Coming up strong are herring- 
bones, strong-weave plaids. crisp checks, 
and musty mixtures of tweeds Add the 
beefy look of an all-over Greek key pattern, 
textured stripes and thick and-thin yarn 
combinations, and check the return of 
leather elbow patches and wide two-and-a- 
half inch pants cuffs. 

For colors, forest green, mauve, rust, and 
orange mixtures are newest, and earthy 
blends of gray, olive and brown are classics. 

Recreated with wide ties in bold motif 
prints and toned-down white ground dress 
shirts in checks, plaids and jacquard effects, 
the ‘30s days are really here again 
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Apartment decor by Robert E. Tartarini for J. Allen Murphy Interiors. 


, Contrasting 
)the classic 
wool her- 
ringbones and 
plaids are tailor- 
iene “ed suits in new 
looks of printed corduroy, velvet, denim, 
canvas and imitation leather. They generally 
offer rugged country detailing in bellows 
pockets, belted backs and jean-style slacks. 
As easily as these suits are worn to the office 
with shirt and tie, they can double as off-duty 
sportswear for weekend trips, football games 
and after-five cocktail parties. By simply 
adding turtlenecks, bold print sport shirts, 
boots and belts, you've got a second wardrobe. 


Gorn a m | 


s 


Printed three piece corduroy suit (above) by E. S. 
Aubrey, about $180. Shirt by Creighton Shirtmakers, 
tie by Ditz, hat by Hat Corporation of America. 
Imitation elephant skin all-cotton suit (above right) by 
Arthur Richard, $140. Shirt by Sero, leather and suede 
lace-up boots by Verde. 

Waffle-weave corduroy suit (right) by Berhen & Co., 
$725. Shirt by Holbrook Co, John Frederics tie by 
Dunleigh Tuxton. 
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JOIN THE AUDIO CLUB OF AMERICA 


Members Can Buy Brand Name Stereo Equipment 


5HO% 2x 
© « MORE 


AUDIO CLUB MEMBERS GET 


THESE EXCLUSIVES: 
If you are an audio buff (or would like to be), here is your opportunity- in-a-lifetime to BONUS GIFT 


oH ip on ae ground floor of an erciting TEN MEMBERSHIP COOPERATIVE PUR- 

CHASING CLUB, Save literally hundreds of dollars on stereo receivers, tape cassettes, $ 

spears record changers, hey Pea haese and accessories . Pe the indus: 29.95 STEREO 
try’s leading manufacturers. After joining ACA, you may write in anytime or 

FOR-MEMBERS-ONLY QUOTATIONS ON MOST ANY EQUIPMENT YOU DESIRE— HEADPHONE 
You'll be amazed at the savings! 


AS A MEMBER, YOU CAN TAKE ADVANTAGE OF SPECIAL PRICES 
SUCH AS THESE: 


Reg. Member price 

TOP QUALITY RECEIVER $299.95 $179.95 
NAME BRAND TAPE 

CASSETTE DECK $159.95 $ 79.95 
BEST SELLING 

2-WAY SPEAKER $ 79.95 each $ 42.95 each 
PROFESSIONAL QUALITY 

TURNTABLE $ 80.00 $ 30.00 


In addition you will receive ACA’s membership newspaper on a quarterly basis .. . 
packed with up-to-the-minute news for audio enthusiasts and announcements of 
special volume purchases on the latest equipment. 


As a member, you will receive special “Flash” cards on sensational buys .. . prices 
NOT AVAILABLE TO OTHERS ANYWHERE IN THE UNITED STATES! 


ALL THESE BENEFITS, AND MORE, ARE AVAILABLE TO YOU IF YOU ACT NOW. Fill 
in the coupon below and mail with your check or money order for $10... YOU WILL 
GET THE SPECIAL CHARTER MEMBERSHIP OFFERING, TOP QUALITY STEREO 
HEADPHONES (retail value $29.95) ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Enclosed is my check [| money order [ in the amount of $10 for my lifetime 
membership in the Audio Club of America. Please rush to me your introduc- 


tory offer of regularly $29.95 headphones ABSOLUTELY FREE .. . as well 
experience. 


| 
| 
| 
as the first issue of the ACA News. Satisfaction guaranteed—Over 20 years | 
| 
6200 Chillum Place, N.W., Washington, D. C., (202) 291-3000 : 


NAME 
| 
ADDRESS | 
| 
Ghty == = SS STATE SS eZ | 
I understand that I am under NO OBLIGATION to purchase any equipment at | 
any time. ! 


AUDIO CLUB OF AMERICA 


BALA marssi NG Furnishments by Dawn Steel/Photo by Michael Geiger 
time 


If you can’t burn the candle at both ends, watch the hours pass in style 


Red candle: Electric Mickey Mouse runs on energy cell. Water and dust resistant. By Timex,$25. Orange candle, top to bottom: 
14k gold case and bracelet matched by textured dial. Small second hand. By Zodiac, $350. ‘World Time’ watch tells hour in all zones by 
adding or subtracting difference of numbers on outside bezel. By Lucien Piccard, $850. Member of Cellini collection, 14k gold case 
with matching tapered band. By Rolex, $590. “The Museum Piece” updated with calendar. 14k gold. By Movado, $210. 

Black candle, top to bottom: Day/date calendar watch. Self-winding, water resistant. Matching bracelet. By Tissot, $115. 
Chronograph “C” stopwatch with sweep-second hand that measures time to 1/5 of a second. By Bulova, $125. 
“Memomatic” watch has two moving “pointer” discs that indicate hours and minutes for alarm settings. By Omega, $250. 


YOURSELF UP 


TO POSTER SIZE 


Send any b&w oF (aaa 
color photo, polaroid 


print, cartoon or mag- 
azine photo. Friends, 
relatives, babies, pets 
& cars, all make great 
giant Photo Posters. 
A great gift or gag 
idea. Ideal room dec- 
oration . . . Perfect 
for parties. Better ori- 
ginals produce better 
posters. Giant b&w 
poster mailed in tube. ay 


2 FT. x 3FT.$350 


1% Ft x 2 Ft $2.50 - 3 Ft x 4 Ft $7.50 


Ew! -UPS . Any 
&w or color photo made into a giant poster in 
brilliant psychedelic Red, Green, Blue or Yellow. 
Available only in 142 x 2 ft. @ $3.50 and 
2x 3 ft. @ $4.50. Specify desired color. 


NEW! Posters in b & w or psychedelic color from 
ANY SLIDE OR NEGATIVE. Add $1.00 per poster. 


Your original returned undamaged. Add 50c for 
postage and handling for EACH item ordered. 
Send check, cash or M.O. (No C.0.0.) to: 


PHOTO POSTER INC. 
Dept. PH971, 210 E 23 St., N.Y. 10010 


FASTEST SERVICE AVAILABLE 


a reMarkKaBle 


New alD 
TO Greater 
MarriaGe 


COMPaTIBILITY 


DE TANE: 


DESENSITIZING 
LUBRICANT 


A delaying cream for men. 
Released without prescription. 


Detane is sold only at pharma- 
cies. If not available locally, 

mail $2.00 for physicians sample 
tube to 

Commerce Drug Co., Inc. Dept. PS 
565 Broad Hollow Rd., 
Farmingdale, New York 11735 


THIS SPACE CONTRIBUTED BY THE PUBLISHER 


ne = sl 
MESSAGE 
FOR 
DADDIES 


Get yourself a good, thorough 
examination once a year. Once a 
year, let your doctor really look 
you over. It'll take a little time, 
and a little patience. And maybe 
he'll poke around a little more 
than you'd really like. And so he 
should. 

The whole idea is to keep you 
healthy. If nothing’s wrong (and 
more than likely, there isn't) hoo- 
ray! Come back next year. But if 
anything's suspicious, then you've 
gained the most important thing of 
all: time. 

We can save | out of 2 persons 
when cancer is caught in time, 
caught early. That's a good thing 
to know. All Daddies should know 
how to take care of themselves so 
that they can have the fun of tak- 
ing care of their kids. Don't be 
afraid. It's what you don’t know 
that can hurt you. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 


“If only | had this book 
when I was single!” 


Mike Jackson 


ing i nterviews 
wih 25 beautiful girls! 


Contained in this book are actual inter- 
views with 25 beautiful girls. They tell 
you—in their very own words—exactly 
what it takes to pick them up. 


It’s easy to handle girls once you've been 
introduced to them. But what if there’s 
no one around to introduce you? If the 
girl of your dreams is a gorgeous stranger 
you see walking down the street? 


HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS has all the 
answers. Here are just a few of the sure- 
fire techniques you can learn and master: 


How to make shyness work for you 
How to be sexy 

Best places to meet girls 

50 great opening lines 

World's greatest pickup technique 
Why women are dying to meet you 
How to get women to approach you 

Send for your copy right away. 

Within days, you can actually be 
picking up beautiful girls. 


The Northern Valley Co. 
Dept. H 

PO Box 291 

Brooklyn, N.Y. 11202 


Enclosed is $7.95. Rush me my copy o 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS right away. 


Name 


Address 


City. State =7Zip 
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GUCCIONE 
MR WONDERFUL 


WHEN 
{ ws 
A CHILD 
PEOPLE 


ADORED 
ME vn. 


THEN | GREW UP 

AND Got MARRIED 

AUD MY Wife 

AHIWKS IM THE 

GREATEST y 
THING THAT EVER 
HAPPENED AUD 


we HAD 
CHILDREN AUD 
AHEY ALL 
WORSHIP 
ME Lit te? 


| MEET 
CHS GUY 
At A eaRtY 


EVEN MY 
TEACHERS 
THOUGHT | 
WAS PRETTY 


GOT ANG... 
| LEARNED 
10 UVE 
WITH IT... 


50 | GET A GOOD 
TOR AND EVERYONE 
Down At THE 

OFFICE THILKS 
(M THE WORLDS 


BEST Aup 
My CHAIRMAN 


TREATS ME 
LKE HG. 
OWN SON,., 


HeOE 
LIKE 
(co 
SHOULDUT 
DRIVK 


ODE TO BORDEAUX 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 86 


under the British crown. As English subjects, 
Bordeaux merchants enjoyed for a while a virtual 
monopoly in the prosperous wine trade with 
London. Even after France regained Bordeaux in 
1453, at the Battle of Castillon, there remained a 
brisk wine trade with the English, whose thirsts 
were not quelled in defeat. To this day the cul- 
tured Englishman has always prized his ‘‘claret’’ 
—nothing more nor less than good Bordeaux 
red—above all other bottles in his cellar. 

Every great Bordeaux wine has a story and 
almost since the beginnings of French wine 
the Chateaux Mouton-Rothschild and Lafite- 
Rothschild have been leading rivals and 
neighbors. In 1855, the then equivalent of the 
Gironde Chamber of Commerce decided to 
classify Bordeaux vineyards, based on prices 
paid for the vintages during the previous century. 
Chateaux Latour, Margaux, Haut-Brion, Graves 
and Lafite-Rothschild were placed in the top 
class Premiers Crus (first growth), but Chateau 
Mouton was at the top of the Deuxiémes Crus— 
the best of the second best. Its owner at the 
time, Baron Nathaniel de Rothschild, furiously 
composed a reply to the Gironde bureaucrats, a 
sort of vinicultural battle cry: “Premier ne puis. 
Second ne daigne. Mouton suis.” (‘First | 
cannot be. Second | will not be. Mouton is 
what | am.’’) The phrase remains the Chateau’s 
motto to this day. 

A Chateau Mouton-Rothschild is made 
almost entirely from Cabernet-Sauvignon vines, 
many over 100 years old, and the wine matures 
into an accomplished mellowness. The sacrilege 
of prematurely opening a ‘69 or ‘70 Mouton 
this year would be repaid with a harsh astringent 
wine, but fortunately such a thing cannot 
happen because the vineyard would not ship 
the wine so young. Like all great clarets, a 
Mouton requires 30 to 40 years to fulfil its 
promise of perfection. A Mouton of good 
vintage, say 1924, allowed to age at its own 
speed, is the epitome of the wine experience, 
embracing the loveliest facets of appearance, 
bouquet, taste and after-taste. Today, though 
the 1855 ratings are still in effect, Chateau 
Mouton-Rothschild fetches prices as high or 
higher than Premiers Crus vintages. 

A Mouton not old enough to be perfect can 
still be superlative, and any of the following 
good vintages have aged enough while 
remaining reasonably priced: 1952, 53,55, '57, 
‘58, ‘61, ‘62. If your economic situation permits, 
the following vintages are available in varying 
quantities but at unvaryingly stupendous 
prices: 1870, ‘71, ‘75, ‘93, ‘99, 1900, ‘06, 11, 
16, ‘20, ‘24, ‘26, ‘29, ‘34, ‘37, 43, ‘45, °47, °49. 

The Chateau produces two other fine wines 
which are less restrictive in terms of both time 
and economics. Chateau Mouton Baron 
Philippe is a Cinquiéme Cru (and this is a good 
time to note that Haut- Médoc wines that are not 
Premiers or Deuxiémes Crus are still perfectly 
good with nothing to apologize for), suitable 
for drinking after only five years, but again the 
longer the better. Also, Mouton Cadet is a 
perfect wine for everyday table use or mildly- 
special occasions, and can be enjoyed. within 
two or three years of its vintage. It is the best- 
selling claret in England. 

Both these two wines have much of the 
character of the great Chateau Mouton- 
Rothschild—and are near enough that the 
romance and drama of a mature Mouton are 
present in both. They are lovely wines, 


eminently enjoyable. O+—y 


+». goes “country” for 

parties and things in 

Ah Men’s Farmboy overalls : iy 

in sturdy stretch helenca Send us 25¢ 
nlyon. Shoulder straps : and we'll 
w/adjustable brass rings. rush you the 
Set-in front pants panel Ter AHIMEN 
for fit & comfort. Can pet 
be worn with body 

shirt. . .or with- 

out for special 

events. Wash- 


Tapered fit 

in washable wrinkle- 
free nylon tricot. Button 
front. White only. 


S-M-L-XL — $12.95 


POUCH FRONT 
BIKINI BRIEF 

... for great support under 
everything. Lo-rise pull-on 
styling in nylon tricot. 
Black, white, nude. 
S-M-L-XL 3 for $9.95 

6 for $18.95 


With facts and information 


... find out all you need to know about venereal 
disease. Mail coupon for informative 8-page 
booklet which answers the most frequently 
asked questions about V.D. in plain language. 
This pamphlet is contributed as a public ser- 
vice by: Youngs Drug Products Corporation—- 
Manufacturers of “Trojan” quality brand pro- 
phylactics. 
Gentlemen: Please send me a copy of ‘‘Plain Talk 
About Venereal Disease” in: [] English [] Spanish 
Name 


Address 
: City. Se NEA | 


Bh Youngs Drug Products Corporation 865 Centennial Ave., Piscataway, N.J.08854 


Send order to: 


Ah Men 


Dept.PH109 

8933 Santa Monica Blvd. 
Hollywood, Calif. 90069 
Add 50¢ postage. 

No C.0.D.’s 


OIL OF LOVE 


Take of this holy oil. Touch its crystal beads and 
starfire into the silken secrets of your beloved... 
and feelits building warmth explode. Kama Sutra* 
Oil of Love is aslippery, musky smelling stain-free 
oil with an exciting hint of warmth to the skin. This 
is a highly personal oil compounded especially for 
the adventurous. Send $5.00 cash, check or M.0. to 
Kama Sutra, Dept. To, 1800 North Highland, Los 
Angeles, California 90028. Three for $10.00. Give 
it to someone you love. Satisfaction guaranteed. 


Experience 


Satin Sheets. 


Once your grateful body 
touches satin, you'll know 
who the Beautiful People 
are. Exquisite, washable 
acetate satin in all your col- 
ors: Gold, Black, Pink, Red, 
White, Orchid, Blue, Olive, 
Orange, Mint or Bronze. 


SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases) 

Double Set $17.50 Queen Set $20.49 

| Twin Set 17.25 King Set 23.99 
— 3 letter monogram on cases—$1.50 


= For fitted bottom sheet, add 

$2.00 to double or twin 

= price; $2.50 to queen price, 

m= $3.00 to king price. Send 

= check or money order. 50% 
= deposit on C.0.D.’s. 


SCINTILLA,? INC. 


4802 N. Broadway N-9 
Chicago, Illinois 60640 


“All Things Exotic in Satin’ 


x 
« 
< 
= 
a 
r=) 
< 
= 
= 

. 


When your name is DIRTY TIME... 


and you’ve ridden to glory with SPIRO AGNEW... 
people just naturally expect more from you. 


ORIGINAL SPIRO DICKEY NIXON SPIRO SPORT 


LAUREL & HARDY LINDSAY W. C. FIELDS 


NOW DIRTY TIME GIVES YOU MORE. 


The famous, original, Spiro Agnew Watch is now joined by the above display 
for worthy companions.All by DIRTY TIME CO. for yourself or as a gift. 


$19.95 each plus $1.00 shipping 


TO: POSTMART 
P.O. BOX 961/ENGLEWOOD CLIFFS, N.J. 07632 


PLEASE RUSH THE WATCH(S) | HAVE CHECKED BELOW @ 
$19.95 PLUS $1.00 FOR SHIPPING AND HANDLING (TOTAL 
$20.95 EACH). PAYMENT IS ENCLOSED (NO C.O.D.). | UN- 
DERSTAND DELIVERY WILL BE WITHIN FOUR WEEKS. 
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The hilarious 


MARK TWAIN'S “160° 


IN HI-Fl LP—UNEXPURGATED! 


“A masterpiece!” 
HENRIETTA YURCHENKO, 
AMERICAN RECORD GUIDE 


“Uncompromising, honest—high 
artistry.” HIGH FIDELITY 


“A delightfully bawdy disc (for adults 
only)” EVERETT HELM, MUSICAL AMERICA 


The great American minstrel Richard Dyer- 
Bennet reads Mark Twain’s outrageously 
funny Elizabethan sketch (unexpurgated). 

On the other side are songs (unexpur- 
gated) in the same free spirit. 


“DYER-BENNET HAS PRODUCED A MAS- 
TERPIECE. He luxuriates in Twain’s re- 
creation of a bygone era, when morals were 
lax and the pleasures of the flesh fit subjects 
for learned gibe. The result is excruciatingly 
funny, aesthetically right...The ribald Ameri- 
can and British songs admirably complement 
the reading...as hilarious and uninhibited a 


collection as ever was recorded.” 
AMERICAN RECORD GUIDE 


$5.95 PLUS $1.00 SHIPPING AND HANDLING 
ALLOW FOUR WEEKS FOR DELIVERY 


ey ee 


I TO: POSTMART i 
P.O. BOX 961 i 
ENGLEWOOD CLIFFS, N.J. 07632 


Please ship copies of ‘‘MARK TWAIN'S 1 
1601” record album @ $5.95 plus $1.00 ship- 
ping and handling (total $6.95 each). No 
C.O.D.'s. | will expect delivery within four 
weeks. 
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POST 


The mail order market place for unique 
products from international manufacturers 


| Turn her into a work of art 


From any size negative you send us, we will reproduce 
a “WORK OF ART” reproduction on canvas, with simu- 
lated brushstrokes, in 8” x10” size, attached to an artist’s 
stretcher and ready for framing. (Frames shown not in- 
cluded in price). Color negatives reproduce to full color, 
black and white negatives to black and white. 


Just send us a negative of your favorite subject, scene 
or pet, enclose check, cash or money order for $9.95 plus 
$1.00 for postage and handling (total $10.95) and we 
will return your negative and ‘‘Work of Art” pecroduction 
within four weeks. 


4 

I +0: POSTMART 

: P.O. BOX 961, ENGLEWOOD CLIFFS, N.J. 07632 

i Enclosed find negative(s) and payment @ $9.95 plus 

fj $1.00 for postage and handling, total $10.95 each (no C.O.D). 

ease return my negative(s) an ork of Art” reproduc- 

PI ive(s) and ‘Work of Art’ d 
tion(s) within four weeks. 
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a 
something 


in 
MINK.... 


shell 
love you 
for it. 


Mink has always held a special meaning 
for women. Now you can wrap a gift for 
her...a bottle of cologne, perfume or 
some piece of jewelery...in a unique zip- 
pered mink bag which she can use as an 
unusual purse organizer. 


The key case, in genuine mink, closes 
to form a miniature mink coat. 


Two most interesting gifts for that spe- 
cial someone...from the House of Mink. 
$9.95 each plus $1.00 for shipping and 
handling (total $10.95). Delivery in four 
weeks. 


[ Ae 


Il To: HOUSE OF MINK 
34 READ AVE. 
CRESTWOOD, N.Y. 10707 


Please ship item(s) checked below, $9.95 
each plus $1.00 each for shipping and han- 
dling (total $10.95). No C.O.D. 


O Mink Bag ( Mink Key Case 
NAME 


ADDRESS 


CITY STATE ZIP: 
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MONEY 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 28 


more to be found offshore than onshore, 
especially as techniques for drilling deep and 
producing deep are developed. The first 
offshore was in shallow water, up to 50 feet. 
But now 600 feet is practical, and ways are 
being found for much deeper drilling and 
producing than that. For instance, J. Ray is 
investigating immersing the production equip- 
ment totally in the sea, its crew living with it 
for weeks on end. Global Marine has drilled a 
hole—not for oil but for science—20,000 feet 
under and can re-enter that hole whenever it 
wants. These are just a few of the companies 
who have been going down under the sea— 
and it’s international, of course. 

If | were thinking of a way that stood a 
reasonable chance of making a lot of money 
in the next five or 10 years | would put it in 
stocks of some of the companies involved 
with the harvest of the seas. At the moment 
the practical opportunities are in oil and gas 
but there’s world-wide interest in other 
minerals under the sea. Obviously, there must 
be immense deposits somewhere in the world. 
There’s gold, copper, iron, nickel, etc. Though 
the technique for large-scale mining has not 
yet been developed it undoubtedly will be in 
the future. But /'d beware of the short-term; 
the short-term can be great but you can have 
poor fisherman's luck as Belco exemplified off 
Israel. 

To get back to those Eugene Island leases 
295 and 296—one owned by Pogo and one 
by TransOcean. The first drilling on 296 didn’t 
sound too exciting from what | heard about it, 
which wasn't too clear. What they made 
public didn’t reveal all that was in the hole, 
which was the first in a 5,000-acre lease. 
Apparently the first drilling plus what they had 
learned from previous seismographic explora- 
tion made them think that the formation 
might broaden towards the west. So they 
made a deal with Pogo and its partners to drill 
in Pogo’s neighboring lease 295. This was 
done 315 feet from the boundary of 296. 

What was found was “‘a major new gas 
discovery—electric logs run in this well 
indicate that 11 pay sands have been en- 
countered, which is seven more than in the 
discovery well for the same field reported by 
the (TransOcean) group on May 18 one and 
one half miles east on adjacent Eugene Island 
Block 296.” 

There is much that isn’t said in the press 
release—such as thickness of each layer of pay 
sand, the permeability, the proportion of gas 
to distillate and petroleum (if any). And, there 
is no indication that a flow test was made on 
either of the two wells. But it is official that 
the new gas discovery was major. So the 
fishing was good in this case. 

How to evaluate such a catch in terms of 
stocks ? It may become confusing because the 
various companies (TransOcean, Pogo, or 
partners like General Crude, Hamilton Bros 
Petroleum, Kewanee Oil, etc.) own different 


percentages of the leases. Also, they have 
other interests such as Kewanee’s important 
commitment to inorganic chemicals and 
crystals. And the stocks are all up because of 
the success of the drilling and the favorable 
market. TransOcean at 30 was sixfold higher 
than its 1969 low, which | must say was a 
ridiculous price—it sold then for less than the 
cash items in its treasury. But at 30 the 
company had a market value of almost $400 
million- not exactly lack of recognition. 

Having scored twice in a big way in less 
than five years there can be no doubt of two 
things about TransOcean: (i) that it’s en 
route to being a really strong and important 
company; and (ii) that its management will 
be given a premium appraisal for their 
aggressiveness and capability (until their 
fisherman’s luck runs out). 

The new energy policy of President Nixon 
and the glaring need that the nation has for 
new energy resources means that offshore 
lease sales on U.S. owned acreage will be 
accelerated and therefore opportunities for 
expansion will come much more rapidly than 
could have been forecast a year ago. But this 
is an opportunity for the whole industry. What 
it means is that minor companies could 
become majors 10 or 20 years from now. 
When one considers the scope of off-shore 
exploration and the new technologies being 
developed, and compares the extent of the 
off-shore areas with the on-shore areas 
exploited in the past, it becomes clear that the 
opportunities for new companies and new 
people are at least as great as they were in the 
past. And so it’s an open race. As to who will 
be the big winners? | would bet on some of 
them, some, rather than just one. You just 
can’t know who's going to hook the big one 
next. But you do know big ones are there. 
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AUTHORS WANTED 
BY N.Y. PUBLISHER 


A well-known New York book publisher 
is searching for manuscripts worthy of 
publication. Fiction, non-fiction, poetry, 
juveniles, travel, specialized and even 
controversial subjects will be consid- 
ered. If you have a book-length manu- 
script ready for publication (or are still 
working on it), and would like more in- 
emeuee and a free booklet, please 
write: 


Vantage Press, Dept. PH-1 
516 W. 34th St., New York, N.Y. 10001 


‘‘The Underwear 


sides, elastic legs and waist give 
good support, have contrast color 
plush trim, Matching athletic shirt- 
styled top. Both in bold ‘‘fashion’’ 
colors: Red, Navy, TV Blue, Spanish 
Brown, Royal Purple, Valencia Orange. 

IFT Interna- 


sizes 36 to 44), 3 for $14.95. Send 
. check or M.O. No COD's. Major credit 
cards accepted. 


Write for my FREE 1971 Fashion Catalog. 


830 Seventh Avenue 
Dept. SP, N.Y.C. 10019 


(You've seen similar products selling for up to $13.95!) 


We know our “SLIM SHORTS™ PROGRAM” 
works. Which is why we can make so amazing 
an offer, at so sensationally low a price... 
and feel confident you will be completely satis- 
fied. Yes, J. Carlton’s—one of America’s lead- 
ing developers of convenience and health care 
products—can state absolutely—'‘‘SLIM 
SHORTS"™, sensible exercise, and our exclusive 
diet combine to help you to lose from five to 
eight or nine inches overall from your waist, 
thighs, hips, stomach in three consecutive days, 
or your money refunded in full, no questions 
asked! 

By using this tested “SLIM SHORTS™ PRO- 
GRAM" for as little as 15 or 20 minutes each 
day—morning, afternoon, or evening—for any 
three days (weekends, Holidays)—-you can ac- 
tually lose those unsightly inches. Follow the 
program we send you with each pair... and 
watch the inches disappear. 


READ HOW EASY IT IS TO LOSE INCHES 
One size fits everybody. Just slip them on as 
you would any trousers or slacks, fasten them 
with our exclusive, easy-to-reach closure, and 
inflate with the attached tube until the pants 
feel snug. Now they are held firmly in place, 
warmly, comfortably inflated. At once you feel 
a build-up of your own natural body heat. Heat 
like this soothes tired and tense muscles. 

Now follow the simple exercise routine 
included with each pair of ‘‘SLIM SHORTS’. 
All you're doing is contracting and relaxing 
your muscles the way body-builders have 
done for years. Work at your own pace, but 
remember this: while your body’s heat is 
retained within the ‘‘SLIM SHORTS”, while 
your muscles are expanding and contracting, 
you are firming your muscles and LOSING 
INCHES! Now, rest 15 minutes, your “SLIM 
SHORTS" still on. Read, relax, make a 
phone call, you’re done until your next 
slim session. What really has been happen- 
ing is that the part of your body enclosed 
in these amazing ‘‘SLIM SHORTS” have 
been exposed to a sauna-like treatment. 
Now, follow the sensible, pleasant diet pro- 
gram included and do this same thing for 
three days and you'll hardly recognize your 
new slimness! Results may vary according 
to body type and exercises performed. 


© 1971 J. Carlton’s, Inc. 


SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY 


FAMOUS 


SLIM» 
SHORTS’ 


PROGRAM 


T 
1.SLIM SHORTS 


2.EXERCISE 
3. DIET 


PRICE ONLY 


CONTINUE AS LONG AS YOU WISH 


After you've lost as many inches as you 
hoped to, naturally you want to stay that way. 
Is there anything wrong in giving your body 
the benefit of this same easy treatment a few 
minutes a day, a few days per week? One thing 
you'll learn fast: when your body gets back 
in shape, you'll be so darn proud of it, you'll 
want to keep it that way. The diet is so pleasant 
and sensible. 


THIS PART IS URGENT 
“SLIM SHORTS” at our special price of $5.98 
is an offer we can make for a limited time only. 
So please order today with full confidence, be- 
cause we know they will work for you as they 
have for so many others. Remember one size 
fits all men and women. 

Even though diet and exercise are part of 
the “SLIM SHORTS PROGRAM" J. Carlton's 
makes this unconditional guarantee: If for any 
reason you are dissatisfied with the product, 
whether or not you follow the exercise and 
diet program, your money 
will be refunded. 

Use the coupon 
here to speed deliv- 
ery. We guarantee 
it will work or your 
money back in full 

. what have you 
got to lose. . . be- 
sides your inches? 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 


MAIL COUPON TODAY 


J. CARLTON’S, Pf" 


176 Madison Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10016 


Please rush me ~______ SLIM- 
SHORTS (#2693) PROGRAM(S) for 
the amazing sale price of $5.98 
each, plus 50¢ to cover postage 
and handling. | understand that it 
| do not lose a total of from 5 to 
9 inches in three days, | may return 
for a full refund. 


Enclosed is $ (Check or M.O.) 


Charge my: ( Diners Club 
[J] American Express [] Master Charge 


Acc't # 


NAME 


(Please Print) 


ADDRESS 


CITY 


ZIP. 
N.Y. residents add sales tax 


STATE 
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LEONOR FINI 


First English 
translation 
of this 
lavish 
erotic 
volume 


BEGIN TODAY WITH YOUR CHOICE OF THESE IMPORTANT BOOKS! 
SAVE $12.50. Own both books at once, for only $29.95 
(Publishers’ combined price: $42.45) or order either one individually. 


THE SEX BOOK 
Modern Pictorial Encyclopedia. 


The book that has made publishing history— 
boldly explicit, completely informative and 
pictorially honest encyclopedia 

on sex, without moralizing or pretense. 


“A comprehensive, photo-illustrated en- 
cyclopedia...(with) straightforward lan- 
guage, up-to-date medical views, Christian 
sexual and family morality aligned with a 
wholesome revelation of facts...220 photos 
of nude adults and children, of nursing in- 
tants, genetalia and the sex act...” 

Publisher’s Weekly 


“Taken as a whole, The Sex Book is a 
significant contribution to all those who 
would give honest answers to honest 
questions...” 

William H. Genné, 
National Council of Churches 


“The Sex Book has a humane, almost 
joyful candor.” Time Magazine 


“Finally: A serious, humane book about 
sex...This beautiful book may start a lib- 
eration movement all its own.” 

Publishers Weekly 


*.,.80me controversial reaction is ex- 


sit 
ul 


pected, for some people will think it's just 
another appeal to the prurient, but it’s a 
serious text.” Philadelphia Bulletin 


“The book should be disgusting only to 
people who find sex disgusting and who 
would preter young people to fantasize 


about sex rather than understand it. 
The Kansas City Star 


The Penthouse Book Society is now beginning its third successful year, Our founding rule 
is...we have no rules. 

There are no restrictions or impositions on our members (now numbering thousands). 
5 No automatic shipment of books...No minimum purchase of books...No regular monthly 
Introducing the work of one purchase of books required. 
of the world’s foremost Our one rule is to offer members some of the most unique and exciting books published 
surrealist painters and internationally, many of them fully illustrated, all of them at substantial discounts to members 
: tae ; only. For our one low membership fee you can join our Society without rules...and make 
illustrators. This impressively your own decisions for a change. 
produced, large volume (a As a bonus, you will receive the Society’s bulletin, “Keynotes”, which is published 
full’square foot in si periodically and offers many additional selections, including collectors’ volumes of special 
q ootin size) interest to members. 


contains 164 masterful a 
reproductions, including TO: PENTHOUSE BOOK SOCIETY, Dept. SS, 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036 
many tipped-in plates in Hl Sirs: Please enroll me as a Member of the Penthouse Book Society. | understand that jj 
brilliant color. Often HB membership entitles me to full savings on all books offered by the Society and that I 
compared to the works of Dali - | am not obligated to purchase any specific number of books. : 
and Aubrey Beardsley, i es [J check [] money order for $5 (membership fee) p/us the cost of books i 
tae ee ordered below. 

Peale es ees | Olam already a member of the Society; | am enclosing the cost of books only - 
you, and every guest in your ' ineinempersli a rer: H 
home, with their vivid — Number of copies Titles Price per copy i 
portrayals of profane ritual | i 
primeval innocence and | L 
sexual candor. ' ! 
Published at $32.50 NAME | 
MEMBER’S PRICE . .$25.00 : RDORESS | 
| 
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NOW YOU CAN 


FORGET ~ 
TEXT-BOOR 
SEHK 


THE WORLDS MOST PERMISSIVE MAGAZINE 
available on subscription only! 


Sénsitivity Groups. 
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very time you pick up a book on love 

or sex—however permissive or detailed 

or earthy it may be—you're being 

cheated! You're being robbed of 

information—the kind of vital, gutsy, 
no-holds-barred information that comes only 
with personal experience. The human sexual 
condition is not merely a social, medical or 
psychological phenomenon, but an intimate 
life-style activity involving intellectual and 
spiritual and racial and environmental values 
as well. Sex is a way of life and a quality of 
living, and these are the very elements that 
make Forum unique—that set it uncompro- 
misingly apart from anything you've ever read 
or seen before. 

Michael De-La-Noy, former press secretary 
to the Archbishop of Canterbury (the Anglican 
equivalent to the Roman Catholic Pope), was 
fired by the Church of England for contributing 
an article to Forum. The ensuing controversy 
between the religious establishment and the 


free-wheeling permissiveness of Forum and 


the intellectual establishment that supports it, 
made the front page of every newspaper in 
Britain. The reason for the firing: De-La-Noy 
had knowingly and unceremoniously sacrificed 
his coveted position in the Anglican hierarchy 
for ‘‘a few pages of notoriety in a particularly 
abrasive pornographic magazine !"’ 

Nothing could be farther from the truth. 
Michael De-La-Noy, like scores of other 
leading intellectuals who regularly contribute 
to Forum, found in its pages “a fundamentally 
new concept of freedom that dwarfs every 
effort at candor, truth and meaningful infor- 
mation that has gone before. 

Forum, unlike so many other books and 

periodicals, is not a medically orientated, pre- 
digested manual of sexual conduct and 
technology, nor is it a simple, sociological 
study of life in our time. Forum /s life—a living 
pulsating amalgam of the lives of thousands 
of men and women who recount through the 
most uninhibited letters columns ever published 
their private activities and relationships, their 
innermost thoughts and fantasies on every 
conceivable level of psycho-sexual behavior. 
Forum, as its name implies, has all of the 
sparkle and spontaneity of an open dialogue 
between the sexually aware. It also contains 
the most comprehensive and_ far-reaching 
personal advisory service to be found anywhere 
in print. A panel of noted authorities ranging 
from legal to theological, medical to philo- 
sophical—each a specialist in his own field— 
answers questions on every possible subject in 
the human sexual spectrum. There are articles 
by world-famous authors on love, sex and 
marriage, interviews with priests, prophets and 
prostitutes, social surveys on male, female and 
group sexuality. In sum, Forum touches 
knowingly and authoritatively on every aspect 
of the socio-sexual relationship—it leaves no 
stone unturned and no question unanswered. 
- Apart from the many, many pages of 
personal letters, advisory columns, candid 
interviews and case histories, here is a brief 
sampling of the type and variety of article 
Forum publishes: 

IS PENIS ENLARGEMENT POSSIBLE—the 
answer: an unqualified yes ! 


INCREASING SEXUAL PLEASURE—a con- 
tinuous series, e.g. How to learn the feminine 
art of vaginal muscle control, How to increase 
erectile potency and frequency in the male, 
etc. etc. 

DO-IT-YOURSELF APHRODISIACS—the 
real truth. 

SEXUAL AIDS—a comprehensive, illustrated, 
and availability survey. 

MALE REJUVENATION—an incredible new 
technique! 

BREAST DEVELOPMENT THROUGH 
HYPNOTIC SUGGESTION. 

IMPOTENCE AND PREMATURE EJACU- 
LATION—causes, symptoms and _ effective 
treatment. 

PENILE STUDY—the famous Forum survey ; 
compulsive reading including medical data and 
contemporary comparison charts for men and 
women ! 

MYSTERIES OF THE FEMALE ORGASM. 

ADULTERY—a new aid to marital well- 
being! 

ORAL LOVEMAKING—variations and tech- 
niques from culture to culture. 

SEX AND THE LAW—chaos in the courts. 

INCEST—contemporary case histories. 

MASTURBATION. 

TROILISM—variations in marriage. 

BISEXUALITY—personally-narrated case 
histories. 

SEX AFTER FIFTY—essential advice for the 
middle-aged man and woman. 

SMOKING AND HOW IT AFFECTS YOUR 
SEX LIFE. 

GROUP SEX—a report on the American 
swinger; his manners, methods and areas of 
operation. 

SEXUAL LIBERATION IN WOMEN—an 
irresistible tide of opinion, practice and progress. 
WHY MEN WEAR WOMEN'S CLOTHES. 
HOMOSEXUALITY—theories, practices and 

facts. 

PARALLEL 
ANIMALS. 

FAT MEN MAKE POOR LOVERS. 

STUDIES IN FEMALE SEXUALITY—fasci- 
nating and completely candid case histories 
(hard-cover publishing rights already bought 
by Simon & Shuster). 

THE VIRGINITY SYNDROME. 

SENSITIVITY GROUPS—a new concept in 
emotional therapy. 

|, A WOMAN—a female's candid view of her 
vaginality. 

DRUGS AND THE EROSION OF SEXUAL 
ACTIVITY. 

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW 
ABOUT VASECTOMY. 

TRANSVESTISM— its erotic aspects. 

SADO-MASOCHISM—a profound investiga- 
tion into the strangest and most dangerously 
complex area of sexual behavior. 

GROUP MARRIAGE—theory and _ practice 
in the U.S. 

REBUILDING YOUR MARRIAGE—a prac- 
tical approach to. overcoming apathy in 
marriage. 

FRIGIDITY—causes and treatment. 

VOYEURISM AND EXHIBITIONISM— 
compatible phenomena. 

BESTIALITY—a series of personally-narrated 


SEXUAL BEHAVIOR IN 


accounts; the frequency and dangers of the 
practice with extensive medical commentary... 

THE PROSTATE—what every man should 
know. 

THE LOVE MACHINE—sex and robotics. 

NYMPHOMANIA—dispelling the myths. 

SEX APPEAL AND THE EROTIC DREAM— 
personal magnetism as an acquired art. 

WOMEN—THE NEW SEXUAL PREDATORS 
—a fascinating and completely original study 
of the rapidly developing sexual aggression 
in women. 

A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A LONDON 
PROSTITUTE—told in her own words; a direct 
and unedited account. 

In short, Forum tells it like it is. For the first 
time in publishing history, an absolutely 
fearless magazine cuts through the fluff and 
flab of text-book sex to provide you with the 
most dramatic insight ever into the nature of 
human sexuality. 

Stylistically, Forum is a_lushly-produced 
monthly magazine bound in 100-pound art 
board and printed by the most expensive of all 
photo-lithographic processes on the finest 
60-pound silk-coated stock. 

Historically, Forum was created by Penthouse 
Publications Ltd. and first published over three 
years ago in Great Britain. It was an instant 
success, and today—on the eve of its intro- 
duction to North America—remains the most 
distinguished and widely sold journal of its 
type in the world ! 

Forum cannot be bought at the newstands in 
the U.S.; it is available only by subscription at 
the rate of $12.00 per year (postage and 
packaging free) for 12 issues. 


Please enter me as a subscriber to Forum 
Magazine for one year and send me 12 
issues. | enclose cheque/money order for 
$12 (postage included). Cheques payable 
to Forum International. 


PLEASE PRINT NAME & ADDRESS 


NAME... 


STREET a caste Pees: Nepeeeeat ae Natta eet ‘ 


Send coupon with remittance to: FORUM 


INTERNATIONAL, Subscription Depart- 
ment, 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 
10036. (Copies will be posted from U.K. 
surface mail, in strongly sealed envelope.) 
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& Larry Ellman Presents with Pride NEXT MONTH 
Me 2 GREAT STEAK HOUSES * 2 IN 


THEGATTLEMAN | asus 


THE ADULT WESTERN RESTAURANTS 


5 EAST 45 ST 212-MO 1-1200 
154 WEST 51 ST - 212-265-1737 


rad 

0 

0 

J 

BD 7 DAYS & 7 NIGHTS WEEKLY 
0 

0 

( 


BRIEF STROLL TO ALL SHOWPLACES - 


&> - WONDROUS STEAKS - t= 3+ 
IMMENSE DRINKS 
? SUMPTUOUS ROOMS 


1": Mysterious Parlours of Madame Moustache 
| Wild Western Saloon ¢ Railroad Dining Car 
ln@ = Grand Dining Hall + Beaded Curtains! » Gaslights! 


& Free Self Parking after 6 P.M. (2 Hr. limit at 51st St.) 
| we Children under 12; half-tarif Oe 


© THE CATTLEMAN INC., 1970 } 


reat restaurant. 


There is absolutely nothing like the Autopub. Anywhere. 


It's great fun. It swings. It's the restaurant designed for WHATEVER HAPPENED TO 


THE IVY LEAGUE ? 


couples. 

. THE PIT STOP. Indy racers hang from the ceiling. the new look of an old scene 
ucket seats, rumble seats and classic cars are yours 

for intimate cocktailing. CRIME WAVE ON THE CAMPUS 

e DRIVE-IN MOVIE. Movies and food. You'll love our the unspoken realities of protest unrest 

hamburgers and steaks while watching award winning 

films in your own rumble seat. INTERVIEW 

¢ LOVER'S LANE. No distractions or flashlights. Your WITH CHARLES SCHULZ 

two-seater is parked on a deserted back road. the creator of “Peanuts” 

e THE ELDORADO GRILL. Lunch or dinner in classic ; POLITICS AND THE 


limousine-like luxury. Tufted leather ceilings and en- 
folding doors insure privacy. 18-YEAR-OLD VOTERS 


e THE AUTOPUB LUNCH. A martini, your choice of Fred Darwin on their impact 


sliced beefsteak or Our Hamburger with french fries 

and coffee.... only $3.95 Semple. FICTION BY STAN BARSTOW 
* THE AUTOPUB DINNER. With every Autopub din- author of “A Kind of Loving 
Weenies you get great salad, baked potato topped WHY LAS VEGAS DRAWS THE 
with sour cream and chives. A loaf of bread and 

coffee. Dinner entrees start at $4.75 e NE ay ee 

¢ SUPPER SPECIALTIES. Served from 10:00 P.M. beg pa) 


e SUNDAY BRUNCH. From $2.25 Served from 12.00 P.M. AND, OF COURSE, AN EXCITING 
PET OF THE MONTH, PLUS CAMPUS 


CLOTHES, HENRY MORGAN AND 

REGULAR FEATURES, ALL IN 

ANOTHER BIG ISSUE OF THE 

INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE FOR 
MEN 


WHAT DO YOU WEAR? ANYTHING! 


LONGCHAMPS INC., 1971 


™™ 
General Motors Building. Fifth Avenue at 59th Street. 832-3232 
Longchamps...A Growing World of Mood, Food and Excitement. Larry Ellman, President; Alan Lewis, Executive Vice- -President 


© 


122 PENTHOUSE 


A poised performer — 
the distinguished Bristol 
collar — in an _ exclusive 
checkpoint pattern that swings 
with sophistication. The pink of 
perfection — deftly tailored with 
Sero’s distinctive ‘‘long-point”’ 
collar and neat, trim body lines. 
In no-iron Sero-Press of 65% 
Dacron* Polyester, 35% combed 
cotton. Also available in blue 
and gold as shown. 
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@ OF NEW HAVEN/SHIRTMAKERS 


*DuPont’s Reg. TM For the store nearest you, write SERO, New Haven, Connecticut 06506 
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PALL MALL GOLD 100s 


Longer... 


longer length- milder taste. 
You get both with 


PALLMALL GOLD 100% 


20 mg. “tar, 1.4 mg. nicotine 
av. per cigarette, FIC Report NOV.'70 


